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What do you think you're doing? 


Author's Notes: 
This is the first chapter of my Biffno-story. | have got thrown out of the website as | tried to upload, so, I'll 
try again. 


On The Run 


Chapter | - What do you think you're doing? 


"Kirk! Kirk .. KIRK! Fucking idiot, can't you hear me? Are you deaf? You are the worst lead guitarist | ever have 
heard, without any talent, and now you have got deaf, too. KIRK .. KIIIIRRK. Stop the shit you are doing. 
Immediately! | said STOP IT! Oh my god, | am near a heart attack, | need an ambulance. And a physician. And an 
injection what will soothe down my nerves .. KIRK! This is awful, absolutely AWFUL! What have | done to get 
tortured like this? It is unbearable." 


Metallica's producer of their new album, Bob Rock, was in fury while he didn't stop to violently tap on one of 
the recording room's microphones. Through the large window between recording room and studio he stared at 
the four band members inside the room. They had started to rehearse one of the songs for the new album to 
get a feeling for the instrumental lines, and if the lines would match as perfectly as possible by getting played 
by the whole band. 


For the song it had been Jason who came up with an absolutely wonderful bass riff. He never would have 
thought that James and Lars would have accepted his line because THEY were supposed to compose a song 
and all the instrumental lines - nobody else - and usually they didn't allow Kirk and Jason to even change a 


single note. But Jason's bass riff was too good to ignore it. 


Anyway, James hadn't said ‘No' as Jason played his bass line to him. Lately, he rarely said ‘No' whenever Jason 
came up with an idea or suggestion Both of them seemed to be pretty relaxed, and James’ hands casually 


Touched Jason and vice versa, not to mention the increase of eye-contacts. 


Every now and then Lars suspiciously eyed them to find out what was going on, but without success. In 


addition he was distracted by his own problems with his lover and his continuous lack of sleep. 


At first Jason nearly hadn't believed in his luck. The Mighty Hetfield and Motormouth Lars always had refused 


to co-write a song with Jason. He was happy because James and Lars had to give him credits for this song. 


He also came up with the title "Misery", and he felt near fainting because of the shock as Lars accepted the 
title as well, and James already had told Jason that he liked the title a lot. Jason had thought of an 
instrumental. But singer and drummer of the band refused his idea to just do an instrumental. James had 
insisted in doing the vocals and the lyrics by himself. Jason had to give in if he wanted to get the song on the 
new album. 


Their producer, Bob Rock, didn't stop to praise Jason's brilliant bass line. This induced an overwhelming feeling 
of pride and warmth in Jason, especially because the producer used to criticise the concept of nearly every 
song the band had in mind. James temporally had increased his alcohol consume to be able to tolerate the 
producer's ongoing vicious verbal attacks. But he hated Bob Rock's arrogant attitude and impertinence, so he 
dreamt of beating up the fucker without mercy whenever there would have been an occasion to do so. 


Preferable without an eye-witness in sight. 


Maybe, Jason would be allowed to watch the scene to get amused. Only Jason 


They all had to suffer a lot from Bob's sarcastic comments, mostly addressed to the drummer and the lead 
guitarist of the band. Lars heard a lot about his unbelievable inability to master his drums. Bob compared 
Lars' efforts with the noise of a two- year-old by nonstop banging around, while sitting on the kitchens’ floor 
since sunrise, by using some old rusty spoons as a substitute for the drumsticks his parents wisely had 
refused to buy for their son. Bob pointed out that Lars’ parents surely had been near a nervous breakdown 
because of being tortured like this by their noisy son 


Bob didn't know that a two-year-old Lars REALLY had tortured his parents by banging around on everything 
what came in handy, especially his mother's kitchen utensils. As he didn't stop to mistreat his parent's ears 
and nerves as he got older, his father decided that Lars had to get a famous tennis player who would win 
every high-class tournament, finally getting number one of the tennis' world-ranking. Of course, he would have 


earned millions of dollars to support his parents. 


Unfortunately for his parents Lars had decided otherwise. He wanted to be a rockstar. 


Every now and then, whenever Bob viciously had criticized him, Lars immediately had to leave the studio's 
rehearse room ina hurry, slamming shut every door he passed, and then had to run up the stairway to the 
second and then the third floor of the studio building. On third floor was a small room what was supposed to 
be a retreat for everybody who wanted to get a break or to take a brief nap. 


But Lars didn't want to relax or to take a nap. On contrary he did his very best to destroy the innocent 
interior of the small room, and to smash every piece from porcelain and glass because of his hot burning hate 
and his rage, acting like a madman At the same time he yelled at the walls and swore in Danish, until he lost 
all his power, and had burnt off his adrenaline. Finally, he got exhausted, and sweat covered his body, as if he 


had drummed a two-hour set on stage without a pause. 


Everybody inside the studio knew that Lars NEEDED to destroy some pieces of furniture, or had to rip the 
wallpaper and some posters off the walls. So, they had to replace the furniture and to quickly get another 
layer of some old and ugly wallpaper. Lars never wondered about all those poster replacements, or about all 
those shabby dishes from porcelain he used to smash against the walls. 


In addition Bob Rock had humiliated him by forcing him to take drumming lessons, telling Lars that he played 


worse than a "fucking bloody beginner" who hasn't a clue how to count up to four, not to mention Lars’ 


incapability to keep up the beat or to play laid back. 


But mostly Bob's victim was Kirk who got yelled at and tortured over and over again Kirk never tried to 


protest, or even to say a word against Bob's insulting and endless monologues about brainless and untalented 
lead guitarists in general, before he let Kirk - and everybody else - know that Kirk easily would win the title as 
‘The World's Worst Lead Guitarist Ever". 


Kirk didn't want to provoke the producer, so he stayed passive and silent until Bob was out of breath, or had 


lost every interest in humiliating Kirk. It always worked. 


Kirk didn't want to provoke another person at all, so he mostly kept his mouth shut and his face 
expressionless, whenever another one criticised or humiliated him without cause. 


But inwardly he boiled with rage. 


"What the fuck is it supposed to be what you are doing to your poor guitar? It is awful,” Bob now loudly 
lamented as Kirk had stopped playing. He stared daggers at the lead guitarist who still had his right foot on his 
wah-pedal. 


"I really can't believe that this should be a lead guitar line. This fucking shit isn't worthy enough to even get 
called ‘music’. You are torturing your poor guitar worse than a beginner. Oh, sorry - a beginner won't ruin his 
guitar like that because he had spent all his money to buy his very first guitar without having another one .. 
So, as I've pointed out numerous times, there's no way to tolerate your stupid pling-pling-pling .. Haven't you 
ever thought of taking some guitar lessons? No? Well, you fucking should do it now. Every guitar teacher all 
over the world immediately would ask for getting paid with a shitload of more bucks as his usual prize is, just 
to be able to bear your miserable efforts in playing a guitar .. IF you ever have seen a guitar before, what | 
earnestly have to doubt .. Also, he would know that his ears and nerves will get damaged for the rest of his 
life, just because he has to listen to your noise by awfully shredding and destroying your guitar .. By the way, 
| feel pity for all the guitars you have ruined until now .. But I'm pretty sure that no guitar teacher, who isn't 
insane enough, will allow you to even touch the strings .. Oh, have you noticed that there are SIX strings, and 
that means that we have to cut off five of them because you barely could master one string or even two 


strings. You don't have any more talent as a common snail would have." 


Bob was out of breath and had to pause. His face had got red in anger, and his forehead was covered by 


sweat. His blood pressure surely would destroy every blood-pressure-meter because of getting overloaded. 


This time Kirk had enough, and he was at the edge of his nerves now. So, he opened his mouth to protest. But 
in a split second he decided to stay silent and just to look at Bob, his dark eyes wide and his lips parted. He 


cramped the fingers of his left hand around the neck of his guitar. His green pick had been fallen to the floor. 
Kirk didn't realize that his pick was gone. He slowly took his right foot off his wah-pedal. 


| really can't stand this shit any longer," Bob went on as he got back enough breath to yell at Kirk. His face 
still was red in anger, and he ruffled his blond hair. "You are useless, totally useless, exactly as | have told you 
over and over again. But did you listen to me? No! My ears also can't stand the torture any more, and l'm 
gonna get deaf, if you'll go on to even touch those strings to produce such horrible sounds .. | don't have the 
slightest clue how you managed to get lead guitarist in Metallica. Have you sucked the cocks of the rest of the 
band and all the techs and roadies to get the job? Yes, | guess you must have done so, because you are 
completely without talent to play a guitar, or an instrument at all. Maybe you're good in sucking cocks, | don't 
know. The other guys in the band already must be deaf, because they have to suffer your noise all the time, 
hours by hours, day by day .. Is awful, just awful." 


Again, Kirk wanted to protest but he just moved his lips without speaking up. He still stood there like a statue. 
Some strands of his long and curly dark hair had been fallen about his face. Kirk didn't notice it. He also didn't 


notice anything else around him than the producer's angry and loud voice. 
"So, would you be so nice to let me know about the use of this incoherent sound?" 
Kirk's lips trembled and he stepped back a little. 
"It. its supposed .. It is my solo .. | thought .." 


"You are thinking too much," Bob hissed at him. "A GOOD lead guitarist doesn't have to think about what he's 
playing, it has to be in his blood, if you know what | mean" 


Bob briefly laid back his head to the nape of his neck then wiped off the sweat on his reddened face before he 
looked back at Kirk. 


"I'm really sorry, really, but | haven't heard anything - not even a single note - what would have the quality 


to pass as a solo. No way. Let me tell you something about harmonies .." 


"Pardon me, but | think Kirk's solo sounds pretty good, and | like it a lot” This was James who had got furious 
as Bob didn't stop to humiliate Kirk. "You better stop picking on Kirk without having a REAL cause to do so. 
That's enough now and Id like to go on with rehearsing this song without getting interrupted every two or 
three minutes by you." 


"WHAT?" Bob's eyes nearly popped out of his head. "Who do you think you are to have the right to give me 


orders?" 


"Well, I'm the singer, a composer and the rhythm guitarist of a pretty well known metal band, and as it turns 
out now, the guys and | have been stupid enough to accept you as our producer," James quietly answered, 


narrowing his blue eyes. "But we easily could get another producer, as you know very well. Of course it has to 


be a producer who has some mamers, if YOU know what | mean" 


Bob was out of words for some seconds. He visibly didn't get it that James had the courage to criticise a 


genius like him. 


"Listen up, fucker. | have done several number one records with bands what never would have reached the top 
without my help," he hissed at James. "It has been hard work to get the losers of Mötley Crue to keep up 
discipline enough to do some songs. | really had to suffer a lot because none of these idiots is very bright ." 


"l'm fucking sure that Nikki Sixx and Tommy Lee won't tolerate your impertinence, asshole," James hissed back 
at Bob. "You won't have time enough to run away after having insulted these guys in such a way, because 
Tommy would get you by the neck in the blink of an eye to beat you up. And you better stop to hurt Kirk if 
you know what's good for you. His solo for "Misery" is perfectly done, and | don't wanna hear another word 


against it. Did | make myself clear enough to you?" 


James was fuming now, and he got aggressive and tensed up more and more. He threw back his long blond 


mane then he stared at the producer on the other side of the window, ready to kill him. 
Bob risked a lot by provoking James like this. The situation had got dangerous. 


Lars was on his feet, and his fingers cramped around his drumsticks. All his muscles were tensed up, too, and 
he was near yelling at the impertinent producer and asking the fucker to get out of their way if he wanted to 
stay unharmed. But he just repeatedly gave a croaking sound without being able to speak. His mouth felt dry. 


In the meantime Kirk had taken off his guitar's strap after he had got back some control about his trembling 
muscles. He slowly and silently went over to his guitar's stand without looking at the others. Strands of his 
dark curly hair covered up his face. Tears were inside his eyes now but he didn't want another one to notice. 
He carefully put down his guitar and made sure that she won't fall down at the floor. He briefly stroked the 
guitar's shimmering black body then he turned and walked over to the room's door without a word, still holding 


his head low to hide his tears. 


Then he was gone. 


Chapter 2 - Kirk's disappearence 


Author's Notes: 
This is chapter two of my Biffno-story. | still have some trouble with an awful trojan file what seems to feel 


very comfy inside my computer, so | couldn't update sooner. 


Chapter 2 - Kirk disappearance 


The guys stood inside the rehearse room, completely shocked and speechless, looking at each other. At first no 
one reacted. It seemed that they all had got frozen in place. 


Bob Rock, who still stood on the other side of the window, was out of words, too. His face wasn't as red as 


before now, and his mouth hung open. He just slightly shook his head, clearly not getting it that he could have 


been the cause for Kirk leaving the room. 

Then he gave a snort and shrugged. He ran his fingers through his blond hair. 

"Fucking idiot," he murmured. "He's such a wimp. | fucking knew it!" 

But he looked a little uncomfortable. 

The musicians inside the rehearse room ignored him, also all the tech "slaves" Bob used to torture, too. To all 
of them came clear that Bob had overstepped the small border between just criticizing an instrumental line, 


because it lacked of finesse or melody, and a series of inacceptable insults about Kirk's playing his guitar 


Everybody knew that Kirk always had been the born victim for Bob's insane aggression. He never tried to 


defend himself what got Bob even more angry and vicious. 


After all the guys had stood in shock then, all of a sudden, Lars dropped his drumsticks to the floor then 


crossed the room in a hurry and ripped open the door. The hall outside was empty. 
"KIRK! Come back, Kirk," Lars shouted, looking right and left. "Oh, come onl Kirk, baby, come back now .. KIRK! 


Don't believe a word of Bob's mean tricks. He's wrong, and he's an asshole .. Kirk, come on! Where are you? Oh 


please, Kirk PLEASE!" 


No answer. 


Lars desperately ran up and down the corridor to look for Kirk He opened every door along his way and 
checked the rooms. Kirk wasn't there. Lars didn't believe that Kirk would have made it through the long 
corridor without leaving a trace or giving a sound. But there wasn't a trace, not even one of Kirk's long dark 
hairs lying at the floor, or one of his green picks. He always had a handful of those picks in the right back 
pocket of his jeans. But now, Lars finally stood in one of the corridors without giving a sound, and turned his 
head to the left and right side because he hoped that Kirk came back, or to give a sign to let Lars know that 


he was okay. But there wasn't a sign. There was nothing. 


Nothing. 


Lars didn't find his lover, and his search for traces of Kirk having passed the corridor, was futile. The 
frequency of Lars' heartbeat abruptly accelerated and, all of a sudden, he got the weird idea that Kirk had to 
be some kind of wizard, who could get disappeared by briefly waving his wand. Or Kirk had learnt to get 
himself invisible on the spot, taught by one of those gurus or witches he lately used to meet. Kirk gave them 
a lot of money just to hear that his life would be full of happiness, and all his secret wishes would get fulfilled. 


Lars never had said a word against Kirk's crazy activities because Kirk had the right to do everything he 
wanted to do. But he worried about Kirk and the amount of cash he paid those guys for getting told that he'd 
be happy all the time because he now had found the right people to support him. 


But Lars also very well noticed the dark shadows around the eyes of his lover, especially when Kirk had been 
out all those many nights - without having asked Lars to come with him. Lars had to stay at home, and he 
mostly sat on the couch or inside their bed, kneading his fingers or ruffled his long light-brown hair, getting 


nervous and anxious more and more. 


Kirk usually came back home at four or five o'clock in the morning, and he always looked completely exhausted. 


He never answered Lars' persisting questions about the cause of his activities at night. 


Kirk never gave a sufficient answer - he used to ignore Lars who was on the edge of his nerves. He entered 
the bathroom beside their bedroom in a hurry, there he stripped down, again without a word, and stuffed his 
mostly pretty dirty clothes inside the large basket for their dirty laundry inside the bathroom. Then he 
showered for hours and hours, as it seemed to Lars. Finally, having finished showering and dry-blowing - more 
or less - his wonderful dark curly mane, Kirk got back into the bedroom, looking refreshed and beautiful as 


always. Lars didn't try to make it too obvious but he looked Kirk's naked body up and down to find some 


bruises, or cuts or signs on Kirk's skin from having got whipped. But Kirk's soft skin always was flawless, not 


even a bite mark to see. 


Of course, Kirk noticed Lars' secretly checking on him but didn't say a word about Lars’ wordless check-up. 
Usually he showed up in the bedroom, already a hard-on of best quality after having left the bathroom. Lars 
got aroused in no time, too. Kirk always wanted to have sex with Lars after he had been out the whole night 


long. 
Immediately. 


Lars wanted to have sex too, he never would have declined. Whenever he looked at Kirk's sexy body he also 
got a hard-on on the spot. There was no way to stay cool. And he also loved it that Kirk mostly wanted to 
dominate. He loved to feel Kirk's narrow hips between his legs, and the sight of Kirk's freshly washed and still a 


little wet dark hair, hanging down like a veil and tickling Lars' now over-sensitive skin. 


But since a while Lars always insisted of using a condom whenever he and Kirk had sex. He loved Kirk and 
trusted him, and he would have done everything to make Kirk happy, but he wasn't stupid. 


Kirk never mentioned it. Of course, he realized that Lars didn't want to sleep with him without making sure to 
protect him from certain diseases nobody wants to suffer from. So he wordlessly grabbed at the box with 


various condoms on one of their bedside tables. 


Lars knew that Kirk wouldn't have done otherwise if he would have suspected that Lars would sleep around 


behind his back. 


In truth, Kirk didn't sleep around. Every now and then he decided to suck the cock of one of these crazy 


artists he used to hang around with, but he never swallowed. 


Some of the other guys laughed at him, calling him a pussy or, maybe, a virgin without the courage to let 


himself get fucked, or to fuck one of them. 


Kirk more and more felt his growing discomfort whenever he had to meet these guys. He quickly had realized 
that their amount of friendliness grew with every 500 or 1000 bucks he gave them. Their boldness and all 
their lies slowly got him angry. He got annoyed more and more but didn't know how to escape the weird circle 
of these wanna-be artists, and also their constant demands of getting supported without giving back anything 
of worth to Kirk. 


After a while Kirk just wanted to get free. 


While Lars was running up and down the halls and corridors, Kirk flatly laid on top of two large bass amps and 
covered himself up by several old blankets, after he had left the studio. He didn't move and tried to breathe 
as slowly and soundlessly as he could have managed to do. He didn't want to get caught because he hadn't any 
more strength to go on like this. 


Fortunately, there were four more bass amps, helping him to hide. Two of them had been positioned against 
the wall, the other four stood in front of them. On top of every amp had been a blanket to prevent the amps 
from getting dusty. Also, nobody usually took notice of those amps because they seemed to be part of the 
stock of the recording studio. 

Kirk heard Lars crying desperately for him, and also Lars footsteps as he ran up and down, but he didn't react. 


He didn't want to move, he didn't want to give a sound. He was too exhausted to react. He really wanted to get 


invisible. So he stayed quiet and motionless. 


After a long while, Lars came back into the rehearsal room. He finally had given up his hope to find Kirk and to 
beg him for getting back, to go on with the band's rehearsal. He looked beaten and sad and even more 
confused, and he rubbed his arms because he felt cold. 

"You didn't find him?" Jason softly asked. 

Lars slowly shook his head and stared at the floor. He didn't answer. 


"Oh, please, come on, Lars! Kirk still HAS to be inside the building," James meant. He hated to see Lars in such 
a shape, being helpless and confused. "I'm pretty sure that his car still is at the parking lot.” 


"So, let's have a look at the cars," Jason firmly said. 


He, James and Lars quickly left the building to have a look at the cars on the parking lot. They checked all the 


cars there - then checked a second time to be sure. 


But Kirk's red Porsche wasn't to get overseen. Lars and Jason checked the car's number and the interior. Kirk 


always had the tendency to get a little messy when it came to clean up his car and to get out all those empty 
pizza boxes, and all the empty, non-returnable bottles and plastic mugs of soft drinks or coffee. 


"Uh, well, I'd say .. This is awful, unbelievably awful," James said and shook his head, after he had stared at 
the mess for a while. "Are you sure that this is Kirk's car, Lars? What the hell has he done to it - it looks as 
if he'd got the insane idea of performing modern art by getting stuffed his car by stinking and disgusting 


garbage. Is this one of his newest and crazy rotten-art-projects?” 
Lars gave a deep sigh and shook his head. He looked lost. 


"Most of the shit has been left by his esoteric friends, as he had told me .. It seems that THEY haven't any 
problems with eating meat, and so on. There are empty boxes of ‘salami and ham'- pizza's, combined with an 
overdose of onions .. Uuuhh, and look at that .." Lars pointed at some boxes and empty wrappings of fast-food 
on the car's floor, right behind the driver's seat. "Hamburgers and chicken wings, and I'm totally sure that Kirk 
never would have ordered unhealthy stuff like this, but has tolerated that his friends, those artists of 
whatever, just have taken some bites of the shit before throwing it to the floor. | .. | just can't believe it" 


Lars was pale, and he ran his fingers through his long hair. James looked very uncomfortable, too. 


"Fuck," he murmured and scratched his head. "| never would have thought about Kirk messing up his car. If he 
wanna drive an old and shabby wreck for fun, or to get it messed up, because he wanna make a statement for 
what-so-ever - well, in this case | won't say anything against his eccentric madness. We all know him well 
enough to not get But messing up a sports-car like this? No way. It's a sin .. An absolutely perverted kind of 
sin. And in addition it would be an expensive kind of sin becouse he had to get filled up such a car by garbage." 


| know." Lars sighed and hung his head. "Whenever | got a chance to clean up the car | always do my very 
best to get out all the stinking trash, always in fear from getting attacked by a crazy cockroach or a rat. This 


is so weird. And Kirk never seems to notice it" 


Jason stroked back his long, curly hair and looked at James. They both were stunned. None of them had known 


very much about Kirk's activities in his free time. 
"What kind of drugs he's doing?" Jason asked, frowning. "Or, how much drugs is he doing." 


| haven't seen him doing drugs in my presence," Lars answered. "Not even a joint. | have some cocaine in one 


of my safes but it also seemed untouched" 


"Does that mean that Kirk could open up your several safes because he knows the codes?" James stared at 
Lars in disbelief, his blue eyes cold and his muscular arms crossed in front of his chest. "And why, the fuck, 
do you have "safes" instead of one safe? This is weird." 


Its NOT," Lars shot back After all this years he still was impressed by James’ macho attitude, but he tried 


to hide this fact. "You also own several safes .. Your house is stuffed by safes, fucker, as far as I'm 


informed." 

James gave a snort and threw back his blond mane. 

"There are exactly four safes inside my house, FUCKER. Two of them are holding my guns, one of the smaller 
safes the ammunition and cleaning stuff for the guns, and so on, and inside the last safe are my papers, some 
cash and other .. well, useless things." 

Lars covered up his eyes with his left hand and gave a desperate groan. 

| can't get it! Two large safes for his fucking guns! This is insane." 

He lifted his head to stare at James once more. 


"How many guns do you have?" 


James cleared his throat and briefly glanced at Jason out of the corners of his eyes. Jason smiled but didn't 


say a word. 

"How many?" Lars insisted. 

"Well, there is my beautiful sharp-shooter's winchester, calibre 308, of course developed by SigSauer, and 
very many Special police commands all over the world favour this gun. | couldn't resist as I've seen it in one of 


my weapons magazines .. The gun is extremely precise over a distance of 300 to 400 metres ... " 


"Got it," Lars threw in to stop James' monologue about his favourite guns. "This is just one gun. How many 


else?" 

"Not so many, really, just a few," James looked uncomfortable. "I just need some different rifles and shot-guns 
for hunting, depending on what l'm planning to hunt .. And there are some pistols and revolvers. As a hunter 
you need those, too." 

"Fucking hell," Lars desperately murmured. "I'm surrounded by a bunch of psychopathic idiots." 

"Let's talk about James’ arms sometimes later Now we better should go on with searching Kirk," Jason now 


said. "He still has to be inside the building, and | suppose he's hiding in some dark and dusty corner, crying out 
his eyes. We'll find him. We HAVE to find him." 


They went on with getting searched through and checked every room, every closet and all of the cupboards - 


even the smallest - and every empty container inside the studio building. Lars opened up several of the large 
gig boxes. Most of them were empty, several of them held a guitar or a bass. Jason knocked at every amp 


they passed by. All of them seemed to be solid. 


The techs and the rest of the studio's personal helped, too. Just Bob stayed inside the recording room and 
stared straight ahead without giving a sound. His face was a stony mask. 


Nobody asked him for joining the troops by searching for poor Kirk. All of a sudden he was an outsider. He 
cruelly had hurt little Kirk without a real cause, just to make him cry. He just liked to see someone else 
starting to cry because of his attacks. It felt good to him. But he never would have thought that Kirk won't 
stand his verbal attack Well, some of his today's insults might have been slightly mean. 


He had to admit that Kirk's solo had been pretty good. Some notes had to get changed but the quality of the 


solo had been excellent and sounded perfectly along to Jason's bass line. 


Bob heard hurried footsteps all over the studio building, also the bangs of the doors of closets and cupboards 
getting shut. All of a sudden he felt cold, as he imagined Kirk being dead after having hanged himself in a dark 


corner of the large building. 


Bob shuddered once more. He quickly shoved his fingers inside the right pocket of his pants, pulling out a small 
box. Inside was a small amount of cocaine. Using a long fingernail as a transporting tool, he took several sniffs 
of the stuff before closing the box and hiding it inside his pocket. He breathed in deeply and immediately felt 
better. 


Not for long. 


The Metallica guys and their helpers had finished their search of the whole building, the parking lot and the 
streets nearby. Kirk's red Porsche still stood at the parking lot. Finally, James had ordered two techs to stay 
outside and to watch Kirk's car and the massive and large door from metal near the parking lot. Everybody 


and every car had to pass through the portal if he wanted to leave the property. 

Lars was exhausted and his eyes full of tears as they entered the recording room. James looked calm but 
inside he was fuming. Jason lightly had to touch James' tensed up arms and back to cool him down. James 
looked at him out of the corners of his eyes. 

"Don't ... He isn't worth it," Jason whispered but he knew that there wasn't a chance to stop James. 


Bob was on his feet now and had found back to his arrogance. He looked James with cold eyes. 


"As | see, you haven't found the little shit," he mentioned and grinned. "Now we better should go on with the 


other instrumental lines to .." 

Without hesitating James wiped off the producer's evil grin by delivering an exactly placed and hard punch to 
Bob's chin with his right fist. There was the sound of a breaking bone - but it hadn't been a bone what 
belonged to James’ fist. 


Without a sound Bob collapsed on the spot and fell down at the floor, arms and legs sprawled. He had lost 


consciousness. Blood ran from the left corner of his mouth. 
James coldly looked down at the producer. Then he kicked at Bob's arm. 


"YOU are the little shit, asshole!" 


The vanished lead guitarist 


Author's Notes: 
Third chapter of "On the run". Enjoy! And thanks for your positive feedbacks. 


Chapter 3 - The vanished lead guitarist. 


After having checked Lars’ house and property as well - all possible hiding places from top to bottom - the 
three remaining members of Metallica had no clue what to do next. They hadn't found a trace of Kirk. Finally 
James fell down on one of Lars' expensive couches, legs outstretched, his head laid back at the backrest of the 
couch while he stared at the ceiling above him. Then he rubbed his face with both hands and groaned. He was 
exhausted. His beautiful blond mane was completely ruffled now because he ran his fingers through it over and 


over again. Without a word Jason sat down on the couch too, right beside James. 


Lars poured himself a glass of white wine and asked his friends if they liked to have a glass of wine or beer. 
Against his usual habits James ordered water, and Jason did the same. So, Lars got two glasses of mineral 
water and placed them on the couch table in front of them, while looking at both his friends, getting suspicious 
more and more about their closeness. He didn't know what was going on between these guys. And Lars hated 


to not know what was going on. 


But he was sure that there HAD to be something secret what was going on between James and Jason. There 


clearly had to be something, whatever it was. 


By sitting closely on Lars' large couch Jason and James nearly were in touch of the other one's body. There 
was only a very small space between them. None of them looked uncomfortable. They hadn't touched yet but 
Lars wondered that James tolerated Jason sitting so close to him. James usually got a little touchy when 


another guy was so stupid to ignore James' personal sphere if he didn't want to get barked at or pushed away. 


AND everybody knew that James was the straightest guy the world had ever seen. About that Lars was 
absolutely sure. He never had seen, or still saw him do another guy, not even getting sucked his dick by a male 
groupie. James always chose female groupies when it came to sex. And there used to be lots of groupies, 
ready to do everything to please their beloved musicians. But James always wanted them to just give head, 
nothing else. Doing this he was pretty ruthless, ramming his cock deep into the girl's throat, over and over 
again, until he had got the orgasm he had craved for. 


"Why do you do this? You're cruel," Lars frequently had asked him during their last tour. He didn’t like James’ 
rude and also dangerous behaviour. "You are supposed to sleep with them, because you are a fucking rockstar, 


and rockstars do that pussy-fucking thing. What's your problem? The girls crave for sleeping with you." 


"But | AM sleeping with them. It's oral sex, you know. | always am pretty satisfied when | get my load down 
their throats," James had declared. 


"Yes, maybe YOU are satisfied," Lars had said, shaking his head in annoyance. "But have you ever thought 
about the girls? You abuse them as if they would be just whores. Without getting paid up for being abused as 
a whore by you, of course. You always nearly choke the poor girls to death. And after this you just zip up and 
walk away without looking back at the girl in question That's not right” 


"What? | don't get it! YOU also allow them to give you head, and | never heard you mention to them that you 
prefer to sleep with the lead guitarist and have to spare your energy to fuck said lead guitarist. Do you think 
this would be right?" 


"This is very right because | have lots of fingers to satisfy those girls as well," Lars had given back, getting 
angry. "And you could use your fingers, too." 


‘lm not interested in shit like this. Call it selfish or not, but the arrangement works pretty good for me." 


This had been the end of their conversation. 


"Why has Kirk done this? To run away, | mean," James now murmured, staring at the glass in his hands. "We 
all know that Bob is an asshole. That is common knowledge. He continuously tells us that we are losers and 
completely without talent, every day, every hour, every minute. He got you mad, Lars, so you repeatedly got 
destroyed this small room on the third floor to get cooled down. And he always is criticizing Kirk. | fucking 
don't know why. Kirk has to suffer a lot, and mostly those attacks came out of the blue without the slightest 
reason or being provoked by Kirk .. But this time something must have happened what made Kirk very sad and 
caused him to run away without a word? What the fuck has been the trigger?" 


There was silence for a while. Jason bit his lower lip while thinking hard. 


| guess that the cumulation of insult after insult finally has been too much for Kirk now, so he couldn't stand 


it any longer," he said. "I also would have left the room if such an asshole of producer would stop me after 


every third note to let me know that I'm useless and play worse than a beginner .. And about taking guitar 
lessons: Kirk HAS taken lessons by Jeff Beck, as long as Jeff had time to give lessons. At the same time Jeff 
has taken lessons by Kirk, without Kirk noticing it .. Some years ago Jeff told me that he has learned a lot, and 
that he never had such a talented student" 


"Yeah, that's right," James chuckled. "| guess they both enjoyed those guitar lessons. "About this l'm pretty 


sure.” 

Lars nodded and briefly smiled at James. 

"And | can understand why he has left the rehearse room as Bob has scolded at him without a real reason. 
The fucker never knows when to stop his insults," he said. "But | can't get it why Kirk is hiding from US, too? 


We are his friends. So, what the hell is going on?" 


They all sighed and hung their heads. Lars held a strand of his light-brown hair between his left fingers and 
nibbled at it. His green eyes looked sad. After a while he looked over at James. 


"I really fucking hope you've broken Bob's jaw, James." 


"| guess | have," James answered then shrugged. "And | don't feel guilty about that. Also, | hope that the 
fucker isn't able to speak for a very long time." 


The next day James, Jason and Lars appeared at the studio to go on with their work for their next album. 
Lars looked very tired. He hadn't slept because he had waited the whole night long for Kirk to come home. It 
had been an awful night. 

But Kirk hadn't come home, and now he didn't show up at the studio, too. 


Bob wasn't there, too. The chief recording technician told the three musicians that Bob still was in hospital 
after he had an operation to get fixed his jaw. 


"Sounds good," James murmured. 
The tech patted James’ shoulder and grinned at him. 


"We all are sure that Bob has deserved it," he said "As he has produced the number-one album of Mötley 
Crue he had a hard time to get them disciplined, and to better their really underdeveloped capability to keep 


up some attention for more than 30 seconds. Every now and then one of the guys ran to a restroom to do 
some coke or other stuff. Except Mick Mars. He always stood like a statue. But if you gave him a little push 
he fell down because he always had been loaded before showing up. Nevertheless, he played brilliantly, and he 
didn't say much ... They all hated Bob, and more than once Tommy Lee threatened to beat him up right on the 
spot if Bob immediately won't shut up his impertinent mouth." 

James groaned. "The asshole has to get taught more lessons like that .. Well, we can finish up the album 
without Bob's help. But | feel bad to do so without Kirk, that won't be right. he still has to get finished his 
solos on "Misery" and “Enter Sandman 

"That's right." The tech sighed. "But YOU could play the solo on "Enter Sandman", James .." 

"Oh, no!" James held up his hands and stepped back a little. 


"Oh, yes. You can do it .. And the takes of the "Misery'-solo we've recorded yesterday are very good. We can 
do an overdub and fill in some notes at the end We have to get finished the album. Now! All the shows of 


your upcoming tour are already sold out.” 


So, James started to play the guitar solo of "Enter Sandman" to get it recorded. All of a sudden he stopped 
and hung his head, staring down at the floor. 


"James?" the recording chief asked over the microphone. "Are you okay? Take your time. We'll go on when 


you're ready .." 
James shook his head und looked up. "I can't play the solo. It won't be right. It's Kirk's solo." 


The techs and the musicians looked at each other, all of them worried. James stood motionless, still Kirk's black 


guitar strapped around his shoulders. 

| can't do it," he whispered. 

"l'm sorry, James, but we really NEED the solo to get recorded, because it is the last piece of the puzzle." 
James shook his head. 


‘lm no lead solo player. | just can play the rhythm guitar. Sometimes | do some vocals, too. But | don't do lead 
solos." 


"Oh, come on, James, please." The recording chief looked tired. "Please, try again. You CAN do it." 
Again, James shook his head and stared at the floor without touching a string of Kirk's guitar. 


Now, Jason stood up from his chair in the recording room and went over into the studio. He knew that James 
wasn't able to play the solo. It didn't belong to him, so it had to feel wrong to James, as if he would have 
wanted to steal it from Kirk. 


Jason carefully lifted the guitar's strap over James' head while he secured the guitar from falling down. Then 
he strapped it around himself and changed the lengths of the strap until it felt good for him. 


"IIl play," he then said in a firm tone. 


Lars nearly fell off his stool as he heard Jason play the solo. With his green eyes wide open he stared through 
the window between the both rooms. 


"What the fuck!" he hoarsely croaked. "This can't be true! Fuck! Why haven't | been told that our bass player 


is a lead guitarist, too?" 


Nobody answered because they all were stunned because of Jason's capability to do the solo. Except the guy 
who did the recording without even lifting his head to look at Jason. He just was interested in doing his job. 


James now leaned with his back against the wall beside the window - still inside the studio - and faced Jason, 
arms crossed in front of his broad chest. He was the only one inside the band who knew about Jason's talent 


to play the lead guitar AND the rhythm guitar as well. Not to mention his drumming-talent. 


James had caught Jason two years ago in the hotel room they had shared, playing one of James’ Explorer 
guitars. The volume of the small amp on the bed beside him had been very low. Jason clearly hadn't wanted to 
disturb anyone. But as he noticed James he nearly jumped and had wanted to immediately take off the guitar. 


"No, don't stop," James just had said and laid back on his own bed after getting off his shoes. He had stuffed 


all the cushions under his head to have a look at Jason. "I'd like to get a private concert." 


And he got it. 


Now, by playing Kirk's solo, Jason looked up and smiled at James. And James smiled back. Two pairs of blue 
eyes met. Jason played the last notes of the solo without looking down at the strings. Out of the corners of 
his eyes he saw the "thumb up" sign of the recording chief. 


"You don't want a second take?" he asked over the microphone in front of him. 


"No, absolutely no," the chief recording tech answered. "This has been brilliant, Jase. Perfect" 


Chapter 4 - Missed: a lead guitarist 
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Chapter 4 


Missed: A lead guitarist 


Now, the lead solo of „Enter Sandman", effortlessly played by Jason, had got recorded. And James already had 


done his vocals to the song several days ago. 


After James and Jason had entered the main recording room, after Jason having done the lead guitar solo in 
one take, Lars stared at both of them with his green eyes wide open. He opened his lips to say something but 
then decided to better stay quiet. Especially, as he noticed how James and Jason glanced at each other out of 
the corners of their eyes and shared a small smile. 


What THE FUCK was going on between them? All those glances and brief touches and smiles. Lars was 
extremely irritated now. He hated to not be informed about everything what had to do with Metallica, 
especially when it came to personal interactions between the members of the band, and now he was sure that 
he had missed something what had to go on between bassist and singer since a while. He just had been too 
busy to worry about Kirk all the time, and hadn't watched Jason and James closely enough. 


Jason had played such a brilliant and flawless solo, and he had added some notes to Kirk's original solo to make 
it sound a little different. If Kirk would have been back and wanted to play his solo by himself, an overdub 


would have got recorded in no time. 


IF Kirk ever planned to get back and would join the band. Metallica nearly had reached the top, but now Kirk 
wasn't a part of them any longer, as it looked like. And all of this because of an impertinent asshole named Bob 
Rock, who didn't stop to mob poor Kirk, just to see him suffer. 


Lars was pissed because of all the shit what had happened. He never had been pissed so intensely before. And 
he wished that James would have beaten up the arrogant asshole a little harder. 


"Okay, guys, now we gonna do the rough mixes. We have everything we need," the chief recording tech Freddy 
told the musicians. "Bob already has mixed up most of the songs, and | know what he wants .. So, take a break, 
guys. I'll call you if we are ready with the stuff to get checked up by you, so we can get it mastered." 


"Sounds good. We really need a break to have enough time to do everything what might be possible to find 
Kirk," James answered. He looked at his wristwatch. "It's now exactly twenty five hours since Kirk has left the 
studio. And he hasn't called one of us since then ... He also didn't call his mother, his sister, or some other 
relatives. I've checked that. And Lars has done the same research by talking with Kirk's so-called and pretty 
crazy friends. They seem to be more interested in the drugs and the cash he had given to them, but they 
ain't interested much in Kirk's personality. And none of them has heard of him, or got called by him .. So | 
think we better should have a word with the police department to report him as being missed." 


"But the police guys want a 48-hours waiting time before starting to search for a missed person,’ Lars threw 
in. He looked horrified but tired, and there were dark shadows under his eyes. "Well, | think so .. But maybe l'm 


wrong. | don't know." 


"Whatever. | don't care about the exact number of hours we have to wait, until we might get allowed to ask 
the police to help us in searching for Kirk," James firmly said. "There's no more time to lose. | want the police 
to start the search IMMEDIATELY. They have much more possibilities than we, all those helicopters and lots 


of cars and personnel, and they know how to find a missed person, alive or ... or .. dead." 


Everybody stared at James in shock now. Lars had covered up his mouth by one hand to hide the trembling of 
his lips, while his large green eyes got filled with tears. But he gave no sound. Also, none of the other guys 


inside the recording room knew what to say. 


James lowered his head and stared down at his feet. His long blond mane hung down, covering up his face. But 


Jason knew him well enough to be sure that there were tears in James’ eyes, too. He softly touched James’ 


back. 


"Let's go," he quietly said. 


The detective in duty - a guy with short grey hair who clearly must work out a lot to keep his body in best 
condition - at the next police station seemed to be very experienced. Of course, he knew Metallica but didn't 
mention this fact. But he didn't try to hide the small Metallica-tattoo on the inside of his left wrist, and none 
of the guys said a word about the tattoo. 


He wrote down everything James and Lars told him about Kirk leaving the studio without a word, after their 


sadistic producer for their new album had insulted Kirk over and over again, just for fun and to satisfy his 


cruel lust, as it seemed. 


The police detective also made lots of notes about the pretty desperate efforts, all of the people inside the 
studio - the staff, the techs and, of course, James, Lars and Jason - had done to find a trace of their 
vanished lead guitarist. None of the remaining members of the band mentioned the fact about James having 
knocked out cold the producer to made him pay for having hurt little Kirk who hadn't done anything wrong. 


That was a minor detail. 


After having noted all those information, the police detective grabbed at his phone to call another police officer 
to bring in the current lists and the photos of unnamed corpses, and also of every injured and unconscious 
person who had been found somewhere on the streets or dark alleys of San Francisco during the last thirty 
hours. Mostly, the people, what had found such an unconscious person, had called an ambulance and an 


emergency physician to care about the injured guy and to carry him to the next hospital. 


James, Jason and Lars were shocked as they looked at the long lists, what had been printed out. Also, there 
was a thick pile of photos what the police officer handed over to the Detective. The police officer gave the 


band members a wide smile and the metal hand sign before leaving the room. Of course, he had recognized the 


guys. 
"So many people are ... lost .. or missed?" Lars asked, and his voice trembled slightly. 


He stared at the large pile of photos as if he'd got hypnotized by them, then nervously started to nibble at 


his fingernails. 


"Well, yes, these are just the unknown or unnamed corpses, and also the still living persons without an ID in the 
hospitals," the police Detective, whose name was Edvin Harrison, answered. "Mostly and unfortunately, there 
isn't an ID or a driver's license, or maybe an engraved marriage ring or something else what would help us to 
identify a corpse or an injured and unconscious person. But we are used to it .. We immediately take photos, 
also the fingerprints to compare them with our lists and photos of reported missed persons. Of course, the 
corpses had to get brought to our forensic department, and the specialists there do the autopsy .. This ain't 
funny all the time, if you have to watch such an autopsy, because the district attorney in duty, who usually 
has to do the job, is busy with another case. Especially, during summer with very high temperatures, it's 
pretty hard to watch, because some of those corpses are pretty rotten ... well, lemme say, they usually don't 


look very attractive, and the smell of them could be somewhat ... strange .. If you know what | mean" 


"Yeah, | think so," Jason weakly answered then swallowed hard. He looked pale. "Your job must be pretty 


exhausting and .." 


"That's right, but someone has to do it," Detective Harrison dryly replied. "We are used to it, as I've said ... 


Well, after the autopsies have been done, we get a lot more information, especially about the teeth of the dead 
guy or signs of dental care, what helps a lot. In such a case we have to contact every dentist in San Francisco 
to ask if he could recognize the findings of the teeth. Very often we succeed. The fingerprints help a lot, too. 
But then there still is the question why the formerly living person A or B has got morphed into a corpse all of 
a sudden. To find out something more about that minor detail is the job of our central homicide department. 
We are just delivering the facts." 


"Uh, this sounds really .. awful," James hoarsely said. He also looked pale. "You mean that all these .. persons ... 
on the photos have died by murder?" 


"No, Mr. Hetfield. Most of those persons had committed suicide. In best case we got information about the 
mental state of a missed person BEFORE the corpse got found. It helps a lot. But of course, there has to be an 


autopsy in such a case, too, and sometimes it HASN'T been suicide but murder what should look like suicide." 


Now, Lars gave a low whimper. His face had got white, and his green eyes were as round and large as those of 


a two- or three-year-old in fear. 


"| don't like to think about Kirk being dead," he whispered. "No way, he could commit suicide. Never. He never 
would do anything like this. Not because of such an asshole of producer who doesn't know when to stop 
insulting such a nice guy like Kirk who hasn't done anything wrong .. No way!" 


"| see," the police detective said. "The name of this producer is Bob Rock, right?" 


"That's fucking right," James said and snorted. "We all must have been out of our minds as we thought about 


him as a possible producer of our new album." 


"You haven't known about his manners or working style before you asked him to do the job? As far as | know 
he did a row of number-one albums with bands no one ever would have thought to be good enough to get a 


number one album." 


"Sure, we had heard all those horror stories about him, and how he uses to treat scum like us," James 
answered, shrugging. "But, hey, he got Mötley Crue on top, and that means a lot. To get the Mötley's 
coordinated for more than one minute, and to keep them from doing weird drugs all the time, is a hard piece 
of work ... In our case it's no problem to get focussed if we wanna do an album .. Maybe, we are overly 
focussed and lose a lot of time by discussing about details what better should get discussed at the end of the 


creative process." 


"Absolutely," Lars threw in and nodded at James. "We are inadequately slowing ourselves down. So we thought 
we should try it with Bob Rock, and at first this really wasn’t such a bad idea .. If the fucker would have 
shown some manners. But the fucker's parents clearly have failed poorly when it came to teach their son how 
to behave. Obviously he doesn't know when to stop his ongoing critics and insults .. For example, he forced me 
to take drum lessons because of my so-called insufficient drumming. He forced ME! TO TAKE LESSONS! I'm 
Lars Ulrich, and I'm a born drummer! Everybody knows that. But no, fucking Bob Rock said | had to take drum 
lessons .. By one of those studio musician whose job it is to fill in whenever the drummer of another recording 
band wasn't able to play his part because of being drunk or drugged all the time, so he couldn't hold his 
drumsticks by himself .. Well, this drummer guy wasn't all too bad, | have to admit, and he showed me some 
nice tricks .. But | can live without those tricks, because a Lars Ulrich always knows how to drum. It's in my 
blood. AND Im focussed ALL the time, and | absolutely don't like to get criticized for maybe having missed a 
beat for more than a nanosecond .. We should have fired the asshole right on the spot, as he started to 


torture us, and that has been the very first minute we've met the fucker.” 


Now, Lars looked furious. He had narrowed his green eyes and threw back his long light brown hair while he 
looked around for something to get destroyed by him. But inside the small room there wasn't anything what 
would have been worthy enough to get smashed to pieces. So he just gritted his teeth and snorted. 


While Lars’ tirade Detective Harrison had started to look through the stack of photos on his desk, laying aside 
those who clearly couldn't have something to do with Kirk. All of a sudden he turned around a photo to show it 
up to the guys in front of his desk 


The heart rates of James, Jason and Lars abruptly shot up to nearly 200 beats per minute before they had 
got it that the guy on the photo was blond-haired. Unfortunately, the blond strands partly were covered up 
by darkened blood. In addition the bloody lips of the guy looked pretty swollen, and his blue eyes looked 
bloodshot between swollen eyelids. These pretty nice black eyes hadn't been the work of James. He had 
delivered just ONE punch - exactly to the left side of Bob's jaw. There had to be some more people who just 


had waited of such a chance. 

But now James just snorted while Lars started to nibble at his fingernails once more. Jason looked relaxed. 
"This man has been brought to St. Andrew's Hospital, in an unconscious state, of course," Detective Harrison 
dryly said. "The guys who had brought him and had laid him down left in a hurry before anyone of the medical 
staff had the chance to get some information. But he had an ID inside his wallet, and so we got his name: he 
seems to be a certain Mr. Bob Rock." 

Lars didn't even blink. 


"Fascinating," he said. 


"So you would identify him as Mr. Bob Rock?" 


James pinched his nose and looked a little closer. "I'm not sure but this person seems to have a pretty similar 


look to Mr. Bob Rock .. He really looks a little damaged, so it ain't easy to be sure." 

Detective Harrison smiled. "This IS Mr. Bob Rock. His fingerprints matched, and he told us his name as he woke 
up after having been operated because of the fractures of his left lower jaw. Of course he still has been a 
little dizzy. But we also asked him who had done this to him." 

"How interesting," Jason coldly said and threw back his long chestnut coloured hair. "Could he name the guy?" 
"He said it must have been a tall blond guy in a black hoodie," Harrison answered and gave a small smile. "But 
there was no name of the attacker. Seems, that Mr. Rock hadn't much time to have a longer look on his 


attacker because he immediately got blacked out .. Really sad." 


James, who wore a black hoodie with the Metallica emblem on the back, stayed cool. He didn't even try to hide 
the still swollen knuckles of his right hand. 


"Well, maybe he gets back his memory if he'd get recovered a little more," he casually mentioned. 


"| don't think so." Detective Harrison smiled at the guys. "If he knows what's good for him." 


Chapter 5 - What happened to little Kirk? 
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Chapter 5 


What happened to little Kirk? 


The musicians examined every photo, as Detective Harrison asked them to do. At first Lars had protested. 


"But you also know Kirk, Detective, so you easily could find him .. and you ... and you surely know how to get .. 


| mean .." he weakly said then lowered his head without having finished his sentence. 


"That might be right, Mr. Ulrich," Harrison quietly answered. "But, maybe, Mr. Hammett has been with another 
guy whom you know, and if you could identify such a person on one of the photos, it will be of use for us, 


too." 


Lars nodded, and with slightly trembling fingers he picked up a photo to study it for a while, and then he 
reached it to Jason. Jason also checked the face on the photo then reached it to James. Sometimes one of the 


guys shook his head or gave a low groan 


After having looked at all of the photos of missed, injured or dead persons, James, Jason and Lars felt 
extremely exhausted They never hat seen such photos - not so many of them. Lots of the photos had looked 
awfully, but after a while the guys didn't care about the cruelty and horror, as it seemed. Inwardly, James 
thought about getting changed some of his lyrics because of their fantasized and inadequate brutality - metal 
music, or not. Finally, his friends and he just stared at the photos in stupor, without showing emotion. 


From time to time, Harrison gave them a look to make sure that none of them was too shocked to stand it 
any longer. With his foot he discreetly and soundlessly pushed the wastebasket of his desk a little nearer to 


the musicians in front of him. He didn't like to get vomited all over the floor of his office. 


But none of the guys even started to choke. Especially, as they realized that none of those photographed 


persons or corpses looked similar to Kirk - not the dead guys, not the living ones. 


Not a single one. 


After a long while Lars rubbed his red rimmed eyes and slightly shook his head. 


Detective Harrison had done an additional control of all the photos, too, in case the band members had 
overlooked something. He also studied the long lists of still missed people. Finally he lifted his head and glanced 
at the tired Metallica guys, frowning. 


"I didn't find anyone whose photo or description might be similar enough to be Kirk Hammett," he said. "I'm 
sorry, guys. But he - or a description of him - isn't to find on those lists.” 


Lars gave a moan and rubbed his reddened eyes once more then stroked back his long hair. Then he looked at 


James, Jason and Detective Harrison. 


‘lm fucking glad that none of these guys has enough similarities to Kirk But | don't know what to do now. What 
can we do to get a clue - or find a trace - where Kirk might be now? | can't believe that someone could, well, 
disintegrate without being noticed by some people. And we're talking about Kirk who is well-known all over San 


Francisco.” 


"We already have started the search for Mr. Hammett," Detective Harrison gave back in a serious tone. "Our 
police officers are out to control the airport, the taxis and trams, the Greyhound bus stations and the railroad 
stations. Of course they also have an eye on the people on the streets who are just walking around, or throw 


their money out of the window, buying things they don't need” 
He paused and sighed. Now he looked slightly tired, too. 


"Unfortunately, there always are masses of tourists, and it's easy To just follow a group of tourists on their 
leaded tour with extra buses, if someone wants to disappear, even for Mr. Hammett ... Also it's pretty easy to 
have an harmless visit of a museum, to look around there for a while, and then to hide yourself inside some 
ancient furniture to have a warm place to sleep until morning when the museum got opened up again. Those 
cases aren't rare, and a guy who just wanted to sleep there usually doesn't destroy anything, or tries to steal 
the one or other piece of all those exhibitions. They just wanna have a warm and dry place to sleep, and the 


watchmen knew about that." 


"They wanna sleep inside some ancient furniture? This is weird,’ James asked in disbelief. "That can't be comfy. 


Those guys must be mad." 


Detective Harrison gave him a wide grin and ran his fingers through his short grey hair. 


"As far as I'm informed, certain members of a well-known metal band have slept on dirty and cold concrete 
inside an also dirty and abandoned warehouse, because they hadn't the money to get a nice suite in a five-star 


hotel while recording their first album," he said in amused tone. 


"Touché," Lars immediately threw in and giggled. "| would have been glad to find a warm shelter inside a worm- 
eaten old closet. We really had been too young and too naive to even think about such a possibility .. Well, | 
guess, next time we are in New York we'll spare our hard-earned money by skipping all those inadequately 
expensive five-star hotels, and we better have a closer look at the ancient furniture inside the Metropolitan 
Museum of Arts ... I've noticed some really comfy looking sarcophaguses at their Egyptian exhibition Also 
those overly large desks from middle Ages or from Renaissance, or maybe from Baroque - they all look the 
same to me - always have fascinated me. AND that would be a lot cheaper than those boring hotels .. Am | 
right, Jason?" 


"Asshole," Jason shot back without even looking at Lars. 


Everybody knew that Jason used to get pretty stingy when it came to spend some bucks for unnecessary 
luxury. Now, James just giggled instead of knocking out cold the ‘impertinent bassist, and he briefly touched 
Jason's thigh with his fingertips. 


Lars' green eyes went wide once more. What THE FUCK was going on? 


Detective Harrison had watched them, amused. But he also was a little irritated by Jason's and James’ 
behaviour. That was something new. 

"As I've said it is a common phenomenon and the museums all over the world are used to it," he said after 
having cleared his throat several times. "Of course, the night watchmen half-heartedly search for such 
‘uninvited guests’, but they also have to watch the antique furniture, all those paintings and sculptures, and so 
on, to make sure they stayed unharmed over night. So, they can't have a look inside all those closets or desks, 
or to lift every large robe of an extra exhibition about fashion, for example. So, a lot of the ‘quests’ stayed 


undiscovered" 


"Oh, | really didn't know that," James said, surprised. "| guess that those intruders - if they could get caught - 
will get punished." 


"They get banned from visiting the museum again,” Detective Harrison answered and smiled. "The ticket sellers 
in the entrance hall get the photos, so they can pick out such a guy if he's stupid enough to show up again 


without having changed his outfit or his hair color, for example." 


"Kirk never would do that," Lars immediately threw in "For first he never would change the color of his hair 
because he's pretty proud of his long dark locks, and he usually invests hours and hours inside the bathroom 


to care about them .. " 


James gave a groan and rolled his eyes. They all had to suffer because of Kirk's fanatic efforts to get his hair 
as beautiful as possible. Whenever he found a single grey hair in his mane he used to get hysterical. 


".. Also he won't do anything to break the law," Lars went on, ignoring James’ reaction. "He reads a lot of books 


about crimes, also very bloodthirsty thrillers, but he never would do anything like this.’ 


"That's right," Jason added. "Kirk always is such a nice guy .. Maybe too nice because he never says ‘no' to 
‘friends' which are asking him for some money, or want to just lend one of Kirk's guitars .. He never gets back 


his money or the guitars. It's a shame." 


Detective Harrison smiled. "| see. But for a nice guy usually it is easier to disappear without leaving a trace 
than for a bad guy who can't live without making trouble everywhere .. Okay, let's go on Do you know another 


place what might be favored by Mr. Hammett?" 

‘Oh, yes! Yes. The ocean .. | mean the beaches there. Don't forget the beaches," Lars excitedly called out. "Kirk 
loves to just lay around on hot sand and getting grilled by the sun. | don't know why, but he insists in loving 
the shit." 


"The bay watchers all along the beaches already have got informed about our search as well," Harrison told 


him. 


He had to stop because another police officer had brought in some new photos. Harrison nodded at the man to 
thank him. Then he controlled the new photos, but he laid them aside very fast because there wasn't a 


coincidence to Kirk's case. 


"Mr. Hammetts red Porsche has been brought to the techs of our garage to get searched through ... But as 


it seems the car hasn't been used since more than 24 hours." 
He pinched his nose and thought for a while. Then he looked at the Metallica guys once more. 
"Does Mr. Hammett own another car except this Porsche?" 


James, Jason and Lars stared at the Detective. All of a sudden Lars slapped his forehead and shot up off his 


chair. 


"What a dumb idiot | have been," he cried out and slapped himself once more, and then started to ruffle his 
hair in desperation. "Of course, Kirk HAS another car. It's a pretty shabby old pick-up ... | don't know where he 
has found this wreck but he loves it." 


"Do you know the number of the license plate or the color of the pick-up, Mr. Ulrich?" 
Lars bit his lower lip and thought hard. Then he shook his head. 


"No. No, | don't know. l'm not sure if there has been a license plate .. | even don't know the color because the 
car always looks dirty all over. I'm so sorry, but | never risked a second look at the wreck ... Kirk repeatedly 
asked me to get on a driving tour with him but | told him that | don't trust in the capability of the old wreck 
to stay on the road or getting up a hill without breaking down" 


"Very well, Mr. Ulrich," Detective Harrison said, nodding at Lars. "For first it would be of help if you can tell us 


something about the actual location of this car." 


"| think its in one of the garages near Kirk's house," Lars answered. Then he groaned and laid back his head to 
the nape of his neck. "Oh, my god, I'm such an idiot. Kirk's house! I'm such a FUCKING idiot! Kirk is living with 
me since two years, and most of his things - clothes or books, also the guitars - are inside MY house ... But 


he HAS an own house. How could | have forgotten his house?" 


Chapter 6 - What was going on? 
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Chapter 6 


What was going on? 


Lars was so ashamed because he completely had forgotten to mention Kirk's own house. Now, his cheeks had 


got flushed, and so he desperately hid his face by his hands like a child. 


But James and Jason hadn't thought of Kirk's house, too, and they also felt ashamed because of that. It had 
been an inexcusable fault, as it looked like to James. They all should have remembered the "Spooky House", 
because Kirk always insisted in having a ghost and several ghouls inside his beloved house. He constantly and 


umervingly tried to make his friends believe in his absurd stories about those supernatural creatured. 


Now, James guiltily looked at Jason. Several strands of his blond mane had been fallen about his face because 


he had ruffled his hair. But Jason just shook his head. 


"We should have thought about the house, that's right," he said. "And we have failed .. But things like those 


are the cause for us to be here to get professional help and support, and also new impulses." 


He lifted his right hand and stroked back the strands of blond hair. James also stroked back several strands, 
and his hand met Jason's. But it looked casually. Jason drew back his hand, his thumbnail briefly brushing 


against James’ hand. 


The Detective didn't have a look at the Metallica guys because he gave some more instructions to a police 
officer, again scribbled down on a piece of paper as he had done before to get the search for Kirk started. But 
this time he also talked to the officer in a very low tone, because he wanted to do a large police employment 


with all the personnel he needed. 


But Lars was near fainting once more. He stared at James and Jason through a gap of his spread fingers, his 


hands still covering up his face. 


No, no, no! Why didn't James knock out cold the fucker Jason? Everybody KNEW that James hated the bass 


player, just because he wasn't Cliff. James must have got mad because he tolerated to get touched by Jason. 


Lars decided to consult a psychiatrist as soon as possible, because he clearly suffered from hallucinations. 


No way that this was reall 


Half an hour later Detective Harrison and four other police officers in two police cars, and also James, Jason 


and Lars had reached Kirk's property in San Francisco. All the cops looked pretty experienced, 


Lars knew the security code to open up the massive metal portal, as well as James and Jason. In addition to 


the code scanner a solidly looking and pretty high wall - with metal spikes on top - secured the property. 


But before Lars had a chance to touch the security keyboard, what was installed in one of the walls, the 
Detective stopped him. 


"Please put those on," Harrison firmly said. "I don't want to have your fingerprints on the keyboard" 
He held out a pair of latex gloves. Lars, who hadn't thought of fingerprints, briefly and wide-eyed looked at 
James and Jason. Both men gave him a nod, and so Lars put on the gloves. He turned around, and with slightly 


trembling fingers he fed the computer with the code. 


The large portal slowly opened up. 


While the portal soundlessly got open, Detective Harrison drew his Colt pistol out of the holster and cocked it. 
Then he silently pointed at the outside of the wall with his free hand. James, Jason and Lars immediately 
understood and backed off. 


Two of the police officers also had their guns ready - Smith € Wesson revolvers from calibre 351. In addition 


they now wore life protecting vests. 


James stared at the guns and bit his lower lips while looking away again. So he didn't get that Harrison and 
another police officer had glanced at each other, and that the Detective had given a light nod. 


As James felt cold metal on his hand, he nearly jumped. But then he realized that the cop wanted to hand over 


a revolver to him. James gave the police officer a brief smile and took the gun with his right hand, 


immediately getting cocked it by his thumb. 


Every fan knew that James was a very precise and disciplined shooter. He was a well-known and hard- 
exercising guest on nearly every rifle range in San Francisco, and he always used to bring a good part of his 
armory and lots of ammunition. He craved for getting build an own rifle range but he still hadn't the money 


for such an expensive extravagancy. 
He was relieved to have a gun now. He wanted to protect Lars and Jason by himself. 
AND he didn't want to lose another member of the ‘family’. There was no way to allow a killer to shoot them. 


Now, two more patrol cars arrived, very slowly and quietly. Inside were four cops and two persons in white 
overalls. James assumed that those guys must be from the forensic department. He turned his head, and he 
and Jason exchanged glances, and there was another smile at each other. Of course, Lars noticed it, and he got 
confused more and more. All of a sudden, he suspected that James and Jason just played a trick on him. 


Maybe, they wanted to get him hysterical, just to have some fun. 


That wasn't fair. Lars' blood pressure critically peaked and he gritted his teeth, while he stared daggers at 


James' and Jason's back. 


It has to be just a prank, he thought, it wasn't real. No way. James was the straightest guy of the whole 
galaxy. Everybody knew that. So, Lars decided to make an appointment for the private practice of his 
ophthalmologist as well, beside the appointment with the psychiatrist. Maybe, he suffered from an occupational 


cataract because of his very hard drumming style. 


But James and Jason had to pay for that! 


In the meantime, the cop, who had handed over the gun to James, went over to the patrol cars and talked 
with the guys in a very low tone. Every one of them wore a headset with a small microphone to stay in 


contact with the Police Headquarter of San Francisco. They put on life protecting vests, too. 


The guys from forensics had got out their heavily looking equipment off the trunks of the patrol cars. Then 
they checked it to be sure that they were supplied with every item they might get in need for. 


James, Lars and Jason watched them. Drummer and bassist from Metallica got nervous while James tried to 


stay cool. He HAD to stay cool, and he had to concentrate on the mission - whatever the mission was. 


As he looked over at Detective Harrison, the Detective silently pointed at the video cameras on top of the wall, 


and James glanced at them now, too. 


The cameras were out of order, as it looked like. There wasn't the usual small red light what had to signal the 


stand-by activity of those cameras. 


Harrison quickly had noticed the blackout of the video cameras on both sides of the massive portal and on top 
of the wall. He exchanged some glances with the commanding Chief Officer of the troop. The Chief Officer 


immediately knew what Harrison had signalled him. 


The Detective wanted to know what security service - and there were a lot of those services all over San 


Francisco - had been hired to watch about Kirk's property. 


Lars had noted the glances and gestures as well, and he immediately came up with the name of the security 
company. HIS property and house got watched and controlled by the same company. So, he whispered the name 
of the company to the cop next To him. 


Kirk always got a little paranoid by thinking of all the cameras all over his property. He wasn't all too sure that 
those cameras and sensors didn't snoop around behind his back Lars was used to stay calm and silent 
whenever Kirk lamented about ‘those spies' what might be paid up by the FBI or CIA, or whatever, just to spy 
him out. 


But now it came clear to everybody that something had to be wrong. 


What, the hell, was going on? 


Chapter 1 - Inside the Spooky House 
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Chapter 1 


Inside the Spooky House 


After the police officers and the forensic guys had controlled the garden and the two small garden cabins, and 


also the swimming-pool, the deck chairs and tables around the pool, it came clear that no one was hidden 


OUTSIDE the house. 


Now, Detective Harrison ordered one of the police officers to get confiscated the video tapes over the last 48 
hours. The security service still must have them. The Detective and the three remaining musicians of the 
band urgently wanted to see those videos, because Kirk HAD to be caught by the video cameras - before he 
had managed to cut them off. 


Kirk had bought a hundred and fifty years old house of Victorian style. It looked very British, but it had been 
built by a late owner of one of the largest publishing house. He had made a fortune as a gold digger. Then he 
bought the gold mine, and after that he cleverly decided to pay other people for prospecting for gold and 

silver in his now multiple mines, while he went to San Francisco. There he founded his publishing house. And at 


first he published two daily newspapers, a little later some magazines and books. 


He got a very rich man, but his wife died soon, and there had been just one child, a son, who had been 
supposed to get the heir who would go on to accumulate the possessions of the family. Unfortunately, said son 
didn't like the not even too ugly looking bride he was supposed to marry, just because his father had said so. 


The young man did what he had been asked for. There hadn't been a way for him to get out. Also, he knew it 
would have been the very last chance for his estimated bride to get a bridegroom, because she already was 
22 years old, and that means that she was a little overripe. Her parents were rich .. But not AS rich as 


necessary to not notice her cross-eyed-look and her lisp. 


The bridegroom, Jefferson "Lanky" Oswald wasn't interested in the beauty, or non-existing beauty, of his bride, 
because he was gay. He rather would have married his favourite, a dominating and slightly brutal guy. His 


father knew about this but didn't care. He threatened to get disinherit his ‘perverted’ son, and to throw him 


out of their beautiful and beloved house in Victorian style. 


So, Lanky Oswald married the girl. By having a closer look at her, while she approached the altar with her 
bridegroom, holding onto her fathers arm, Lanky noticed her cute snub nose and all those nice freckles in her 


face. He couldn't keep himself from smiling at her, and she smiled back. 


As they sat down on their chairs in front of the altar, she covered up her face with her bouquet and slightly 
turned her head. 


"So, let's get over with this nonsense, will you? Otherwise there'll be a tragedy," she whispered at him. "We will 


discuss the special arrangements a little later, okay?" 


Lanky Oswald gave a deep sigh. He quickly glanced at his lover who had to be his marriages’ witness. His lover 
gave him a light nod to signal that he should go on. In that moment Lanky thought that the world would come 
to an end and an abyss to burning limbo would get opened up to suck him and his bride deep down inside the 


hottest white glowing fires. Luckily, this didn't happen. 


He did his best to give the bridegroom who couldn't have been happier, and that his bride - Dorothy - would 


have been the most wonderful woman he ever had dreamed of. And so on 


After the ceremony, and then while the following banquet, he did his very best to knock himself out by 
drinking one bottle of champagne after the other, until he fell off his chair. 


His lover - and witness of the marriage - quickly grabbed at him, and with the help of four other gay friends 
they brought the now useless bridegroom upstairs into his bedroom, stripped him down while he still was 
puking all over the tiles of the bathrooms door. Then they cleaned him up and got him into his bed - well, die 


married couple's bed - and then cleaned up the bathroom, too. 


But there was another BIG problem. The bride stumbled into the room, drunk about her ass, too. So she would 
have fallen down every second if her lesbian girlfriend wouldn't have dragged the wasted bride to the bed, 
starting to strip her down. 

"Outtaatmy .. afmybe .. bed .. BED!" Lanky protested. "Whoisseebitch?" 


"He, come on, Lanky, don't give the silly stupid," his lover snorted at him. "She's your beloved bride and wife .. 
Her name is Dorothy .. Mrs. Dorothy Oswald. Hey, that sounds fucking good, don't you agree?" 


"UUUHH!" Lanky wailed. "What have | done?" 


"You did the right, dude," his lover told him by lifting his forefinger. "And don't spoil the fun" 


"but .. 


"Shut up! We'll get that all sorted out, believe me." 


They had sorted it out. 


There were four children, mostly done by a little help from Lanky's lover who had much more discipline to use 
his morning wood to do what had to be done. And so there were three cute girls and a son, the designated 


heir. 


Unfortunately, Lanky wasn't the type of a tycoon as his late father. He ruined everything in the blink of an 


eye, and had to sell the many large family properties, most of his mines, his banks, and so on 


Finally, he got bankrupt, his wife and his lover ran away, just to marry half a year later, and taking all the kids 
with them. 


Lanky Oswald didn't know what to do now. So he took his old and very expensive Colt revolver of calibre 38 
special and without hesitation he destroyed his brainstem with just one bullet. 


Of course, a guy like Kirk had to get fascinated by such an awful story. In addition he loved the dark, spooky 
atmosphere at first sight, and he always insisted that there were some ghouls and a ghost inside the house, 
for him an essential extra of such a noble building. He suspected that the unfortunate ghost of Lanky Oswald 


had lost his powers to leave the house because he had done wrong. 


Kirk insisted in hearing the ghost rattle his heavy chains every so often, especially when a thunderstorm 
outside was going on. Of course, there HAD to be a ghost - one ghost was a minimum in the eyes of Kirk - 
and several ghouls as underlings of the ghost, and because the house was too large for one person to live in, 


in that case Kirk. So, several rooms of the large house belonged to his supernatural quests. 


But sometimes Kirk was a pain in the neck to his friends when he didn't stop to talk about the things the 
ghouls had done to destroy his books, or to the decorations in some of the multiple rooms. He always had a 


very lively fantasy. 


"You know, that's normal. | mean, it's normal for ghosts, or ghouls, or maybe some dragons .. It is Totally 
normal because the ghouls and the ghosts always are looking for a NOBLE house or a castle to stay there for 
hundreds and hundreds of years, mostly without disturbing the still living people inside this house," Kirk had 


told Lars, James and Jason. "And of course the ghost has to practice his chain-rattling. This is normal, too, 
because ghosts have to do things like rattling their chains or to appear on the spot if guests didn't have some 


manners.” 


His band members and everybody else of the Metallica staff knew about every detail of Kirk's horror-stories. 


Everybody got annoyed after a while. 


Lars also had the keys to open up the two security keyholes in Kirk's main house portal. Still his latex gloves 
on, he got the door open and stepped inside, automatically reaching at the panel beside the door with a row of 


switches to inactivate the alarm system. 


"Hey, the fucking alarm system already IS switched off," he cried out. His face got pale. "Kirk never would leave 


his house unprotected without getting the alarm on. | can't believe it, its so surreal, Totally surreal." 


Tears ran down his cheeks now and Lars tried to wipe them off but failed poorly. But after some minutes he 
regained control about his composure and finally they all had got inside the large building. 


Kirk's house really was extravagant. 


The ceilings had been painted up to enhance the dark atmosphere - the entrance hall and a long hallway 
showed the sky during a heavy thunderstorm. By activating a hidden system of switches the lightning flashes 
came to live, followed by deep and threatening thunder. 


Lars demonstrated the dramatic effect to Detective Harrison. He was amused and laughed, shaking his head. 


The painting on the ceiling of Kirk's living room showed a beautiful night sky with thousands of stars and 
galaxies, also some planets of their solar system. The stars also started to twinkle whenever the electric 


current got activated 


"Nice," Harrison just mentioned. "Very, very interesting. Mr. Hammett seems to have a lot of fantasy .. Has he 


done all this stuff by himself?" 


"No, no," Lars answered. "Kirk can play his guitars - but he isn't able to do paintings like these. Not to mention 
that he always fails when it comes to restring one of his guitars by himself, so logically his so-called ‘clumsy 
fingers’ won't be able to even do the easiest household- job. But he is an excellent lead guitar player, highly 
talented" 


"So, why has this Mr. Rock continuously insulted him?" the Detective asked, 


"Cruelty," Lars answered. "Just cruelty, | guess. As I've mentioned he tried to do the same with me because in 
his eyes | would be the world's worst drummer and hopelessly untalented. | won't say that | haven't been a 
little too lazy to practise enough. Those drumming lesions really helped me to get better. But | am used to 
fight back whenever someone - especially fucking Bob Rock - tries to make me believe in me being a hopeless 
loser who even doesn't know how to hold the drumsticks .. So | REALLY got pissed more and more and | had to 
get rid of my extremely high level of adrenaline, and in this case | simply destroyed a lot of furniture to burn 
off the adrenaline .. But poor Kirk never has learnt to do so. He has been mistreated as a kid, mostly by his 
drunken father, and he quickly learnt to better keep shut his mouth and to stay in a passive role and not to 
risk to get beaten up. So he mostly stayed in his room and practised with his guitar. So much practise and an 
inborn talent got him to the best lead guitarist Metallica could have got" 


"Right after you had fired Dave Mustaine, that's right?" Harrison asked with a small smile. 
James laughed and shook his head. 


"No. We firstly contacted Kirk who played in ‘Exodus’ at this time and asked him to join the band. Fortunately, 
he said ‘yes’, and while he already sat in an airplane on his way to New York, we managed to get Dave by 
surprise and told him that he would be out of the band .. We had bought a Greyhound-bus ticket to Los 
Angeles for him, handed it over to him, and then we drove him to the bus station. He wasn't able to fight or 
to get aggressive because he didn't know what to do to make us change our mind. He exactly knew that he had 
failed because of his constant aggressive behaviour whenever he was drunk .. And he has been drunk every 
day. None of us felt good about getting rid of Dave but he would have destroyed the band ... But he still hates 


us. 


"Could Dave Mustaine have something to do with Kirk Hammetts disappearance?" Detective Harrison calmly 


asked. 


James, Lars and Jason were at a loss as they looked at each other. They hadn't thought of such a possibility. 
But finally Lars slowly shook his head, 


"| don't think so," he said. "Of course he still blames us for every failure in his life, especially for his abuse of 
drugs and alcohol, but Megadeth is recording a new album, too, and we got information that the songs are of 


best quality .. Mustaine really won't have a cause to .. to ... to kill Kirk" 


Chapter 8 - James got angry 
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Chapter 8 


James got angry 


James and Jason stared at Lars in shock while Detective Harrison just slightly lifted his right brow without 
showing another emotion. He knew by experience that everything was possible in cases like this. No theory 
could get excluded until one of them proved to be true. 


Now, James cleared his throat several times until he was able to get out some words. 
Angry words, adressing Lars. 


"Do you wanna say that Kirk has got killed? How could you know anything about it? It can't be true, and l'm 
fucking sure about it. Nobody ever would want to murder Kirk because he is such a kind guy and hasn't done 
anything wrong .. So, this has to be complete nonsense!" He had stared at Lars but now he briefly closed his 
eyes and violently shook his head then glanced at Lars, again. "Kirk is alive .. He has to be alive. Why, the fuck, 
should someone want to murder Kirk. Not even fucking Mustaine would think about it, not even when he's 
drunk about his ass .. Also, Kirk would has told us if he has a dangerous stalker, for example, or if he would 
has been in fear for his life because he had said something wrong to the wrong people. AND for sure we 


would have noticed his angst. This is nonsense, fucking nonsense. What an absurd idea. You must be mad!" 


"But ... but | just .. | just wanted to say .." Lars started to say but then he paused for a moment. His lips 
trembled, his green eyes now were full of tears and his face had got pale. "It's because he acted kind of 
strange since a while, and .." 


"Shut up! SHUT THE FUCK UPI" James hissed at him. "I don't wanna hear anything more of your paranoid ideas." 


He balled his fists and narrowed his eyes. This always was a dangerous sign, as Jason and Lars knew very well 
by years of experience. James was very fast with his fists and didn't hesitate to knock out cold another guy 


who made the fault to provoke James, especially a drunk James. 


Jason now lightly touched James' back, and James immediately relaxed and stepped back a little. But he stil 
breathed hard. 


"This is bullshit," he then went on in a calmer tone. "And | hate it when you try to get me believe in your 


bullshit. l'm not that stupid." 


"Fuck youl" Lars hissed back at James, now in fury, too, and his face reddened. He stared daggers at James, 
and the tears in his eyes had been gore. "You are such a naive asshole, and you ARE stupid. You know 
NOTHING about Kirk, and you don't have a clue about the change of Kirk's behaviour, and you also don't know 
anything about my mental pain, or how | have to suffer because | always stayed awake, laying in the dark, 
inside Kirk's and my bed, until his majesty finally mercifully showed up at home, completely ignoring me, while | 
tried to fake being asleep .. But the first thing he always did was to enter our bathroom to take a shower, and 
after showering he left the bathroom and switched on the light in our bedroom, his hair mostly still wet, 
wearing nothing except a huge hard-on what meant that he wanted sex. Immediately. Mostly | gave in because 
| also got aroused in a split second, just by looking at his naked body. But sometimes | really managed to 
pretend to be asleep because | didn't want to let him know about my fears, or about me worrying about him, 
not to mention my anger about his recklessness .. Anyway, he never asked how | do feel, that wasn't of 
interest for him .. Sometimes he was high as a kite when he came home, and you know him when he's high 
and thinks that he's a brilliant comedian who has to talk non-stop about nonsense. You can't stand the shit 
very long. | nearly got mad .. Of course, he never gave a plausible answer or excuse where, or with who he 


has been whenever | asked him to Tell me." 


For a moment Lars paused. He breathed hard but tried to catch his breath. Everybody saw and felt how hard 
it had to be for him to talk about his problems with Kirk. 


"At last | didn't buy it when he told me that he has been with some of his fucking artist friends - maybe to 
watch one of those losers do some stupid painting by just throwing some paint and lots of disgusting and 
stinking things at an innocent piece of canvas, calling the shit ‘action painting’ .. Or Kirk told me he had visited 
the "totally fascinating" newest exhibition of an upcoming genius of a painter .. Finally | had enough and | fucking 
checked if there HAD been such an event, and pretty fast it came clear to me that Kirk always had lied to 
me, as if | would be too stupid to get it .. And all the time | had to concentrate on our new album and the 
drumming lessons what fucking Bob has forced me to take. I'm fucking exhausted, and | thought about throwing 
Kirk out after the album would have been done .. Maybe Kirk just has another lover and is cheating on me, | 
don't know. | really don't know. Of course | also have thought about hiring a private eye to shadow him and to 
find out what was going on. But I've hesitated way too long to do so, because | hoped that Kirk might have got 
it what he's doing to me - and to himself, of course - and would get back to normal. | just wanted to know, 


nothing else .. And now my baby is gone ... He's gone without leaving a message." 


Again, James and Jason were shocked and looked at Lars who bit his lower lip to prevent himself from crying 


while running his fingers through his long hair. He looked lost. 


For a while none of his friends knew what to say. 


‘Lars, why didn't you tell us about this?" Jason finally managed to ask. "Maybe we could have been of help.” 
"Because it's none of your business, it's just Kirk and me," Lars hoarsely answered without looking at Jason 


"| don't think so," Jason calmly gave back. "James and | have noticed that Kirk always looked pretty tired lately, 
but we thought that it has been caused by our hard work for the new album, and because he might practice 
all night long and on his free time when James and | have been in the studio to get recorded our lines. You 
know that Kirk always thinks that he could do better, even without Bob torturing him constantly by declaring 
that he never had heard such an untalented lead guitarist .. But he played as brilliantly as always. He seemed 
to take Bob's ongoing sarcasm pretty easily, but we had been wrong, as it has turned out yesterday. He looked 
deeply hurt and exhausted after Bob's unfair attack.. Lars, you should have talked to us about your sorrow 


about Kirk's weird behaviour." 
Lars just shrugged and lowered his head and his long hair hung down, partly covering up his face. 


"Well, Mr. Ulrich, we have to talk about all those things," Detective Harrison said after having cleared his 
throat. "I want you to tell me about everything and every detail you can remember, so we'll be able to 


intensify our research." 


Lars slowly nodded, still staring down at the floor. 


At this moment one of the police officers entered the room. He had a notepad with lots of notes with him. As 
he had reached them, he looked at Harrison who nodded at the officer to let him know that he wanted to get 


information about the results of the police officers research. 


The officer briefly looked at his notes then said: "Detective, we have contacted the security service, and they 
told us that there ain't any video tapes because the security system - including the cameras - had got 
deactivated, and that the cameras must have switched off from the outside of the property. Because the 
possible intruder used the right code to get opened the large portal, and that he switched off those cameras 
by remote, so there hadn't been an alarm. The security service guy told us that two of their specialists 
already are on their way to check the security system, inclusive the security alarm of the house ... He said 
that a complete failure of the system - maybe while a thunderstorm - immediately would cause an alarm in 


their control room. | guess that the specialists will be here in some minutes." 
"Very good, Officer Brixon," Harrison said. "Well done, as always." 
"Thank you, sir." Officer Brixon slightly blushed. Again, he glanced at his notes. "More guys from forensic will 


arrive soon, too, to search the house and the garden .. As usual they asked us to wear gloves before touching 


something.” 


"Sure," Harrison pulled several latex-gloves out of an inside pocket of his jacket and handed over a pair to 
James, Jason and Lars. "The arrogant fuckers still must assume that we are too stupid to think about gloves .. 


Go on with your report, Brixon”" 


"Very well, Detective," Officer Brixon said. "We had a look inside the garages. There are three of them, one of 
them empty. Maybe it is the garage of the Porsche you have mentioned. In one of the other garages stands 
an old pick-up what seems to be just a wreck .. But the owner of the pick-up probably won't paid up for four 
pretty new wheels if the car really is a wreck. And the pick-up has a license plate, also the motorbike inside 
the last garage .." 


"What? A motorbike? Kirk should have a motorbike? No way!" James shook his head then threw back his long 


blond mane to get rid of the strands what had been fallen over his face. 


Then he stared at Lars for support. But Lars clearly hadn't known about the bike, too, because he lifted his 


hands in a helpless gesture, his green eyes wide. So, James looked back at the Officer. 


"This bike can't be bought by Kirk. That's impossible. He never would buy a bike because he fears them, and he 
always declined whenever | asked him to have a ride on one of MY bikes, just as a passenger. He always has 


the fear to fall off a bike and break all his bones." 
It's not that easy to fall off a Harley-Davidson," Brixon dryly mentioned. 


"WHAT? A Harley-Davidson?" James called out in shock. His cheeks had reddened. "| can't believe it. Kirk never 
would pay up for such an expensive bike, just to own one because he wants to adore the design of the thing 


without cruising around on it. That's impossible, completely impossible. He never would ride such a bike." 


"Sir, | won't say that Mr. Hammett doesn't ride his Harley. The wheels are pretty dirty, also the body, so | 
would guess that Mr. Hammett - or someone else - has driven the bike lately," Officer Brixon calmly said. 
"There already are a lot of cleaning articles, laying on a blanket on the floor beside the bike, ready to be used 
by cleaning up the Harley, and they look as they've been used pretty often. In addition there are stored a lot 
of typical Harley-stuff inside the shelves along the walls of the garage - for example several helmets. Two of 
those helmets are covered up by scratches but aren't broken, as far as | could see without touching them. I'd 
guess that those scratches have been caused by some small stones, or maybe sand, when he is used to drive 


on small country roads or paths." 


"This is absolutely surreal," Lars murmured. He looked beaten. "Totally surreal, and | can't believe it. | must be 
asleep and just have an awful and surreal nightmare .. Please, tell me that it's just a surreal nightmare what 


will end soon" 


‘lm sorry, Mr. Ulrich, but you ain't got caught by a nightmare while you're asleep," Officer Brixon calmly said. 
“This is real." 


Chapter 9 - Another time, another James 


Author's Notes: 
Ninth chapter of "On the run’. It contains some violent scenes. 


Chapter 1 - Another time, another James 


A little later James and Jason sat on the couch in Kirk's living room, and Lars in one of three armchairs. Now, 


the house was full of policemen and personnel from Forensic Department, also several photographers. 


After a while Kirk's housekeeper, Mrs. Wesley, entered the house in a hurry, escorted by two female police 
officers. Mrs. Wesley was a very nice, motherly and corpulent lady in her late fifties. She used to care about 
Kirk like a mother hen about her little chicken, admonishing him to go to bed earlier, to always put on clean 
underwear and socks whenever he wanted to leave the house. And so on. She would have done the same to 
Lars, but Lars didn't like to get told over and over again, to NOT drop his dirty socks onto the freshly 
vacuumed carpeted floor, for example, or to reduce his alcohol consume. So he preferred that Kirk stayed in 


his own house most of the time. 
Nevertheless everybody loved her - and also her delicious chocolate cookies. 


But now she looked horrified and disconcerted, and her grey hair wasn't as neatly done as usual. She even 
didn't notice James, Jason and Lars, silently sitting on the upholstered furniture inside the large living room, as 


she followed the police officers. 


Again, Lars noticed that James and Jason sat very closely, their thighs in touch. Lars tried hard not to stare 
at them but he urgently wanted to know what was going on between James and Jason He knew for sure that 
there WAS something secretly going on, but he didn't want to blame himself by simply asking for an 
explanation, and to get laughed 


Nevertheless, in Lars’ opinion there was no need for sitting so close because the couch was large enough for 
six or seven persons to sit there. But maybe James and Jason just wanted to let enough room - for the ghost 
and the ghouls if they might show up and wanted to take a seat, too. Kirk always insisted that the ghost inside 
his house had to be a very friendly guy who just liked to rattle his chains whenever no one thought of getting 
rattled at. Kirk swore that the rattling was hard enough to get the house vibrating, while the ghouls - their 
exact number wasn't known - used to be busy to mess up a room at the very same time. Kirk knew for sure 
that the ghouls tore lots of books out of the shelves, carelessly throwing them to the floor, or that the 


ghouls got broken the racks of Kirk's wardrobes, so all his clothes fell down and got wrinkled. 


After such a supernatural event Kirk used to annoy his bandmates by telling them every detail about the 
terrible things the ghouls had done AGAIN. He endlessly lamented about the hard work it had been for him to 
pick up all these expensive clothing, and to find another place for them in his numerous wardrobes what 


already were stuffed. 


Sometimes James had enough of Kirk's nonsense, and then he dryly remarked that there just had been another 
earthquake of four or five of the Richter scale - exactly at the same time as the "ghost" had rattled his 
chains while the ‘ghouls’ should have got messed up several rooms inside Kirk's house. The earthquakes’ shock- 
waves had caused the "vibration" of Kirk's house, nothing else. He tried to remind Kirk of the really well-known 
San Andreas’ fault, and advised him to leave his house on the spot, like all the other people with some brains 


used to do whenever an earthquake was going on. Of course, Kirk wasn't fully convinced of James’ explanation. 


One of the police officers inside Kirk's ghostly house had been driven to a fast food restaurant and brought 
hamburgers, cheeseburgers and French fries, also large cups of diet coke, to the remaining Metallica guys. He 
had felt pity with them because they looked very hungry. They had been ordered to remain seated at the 
couch or the armchair while Kirk's house got searched, so they had no chance to have a look inside Kirk's 
fridge, or to get something else to eat. The furniture of the living room had got checked by two guys of the 
forensic team. They hadn't found any signs of formerly violence or a fight. Especially they hadn't detected 


traces of blood, so James, Jason and Lars got allowed to sit down. 

Now, all of them were surprised and glad to get some food because they really had got hungry and thirsty. 
And they loved to eat fast-food. Kirk annoyingly would have told them about the deadly risks of eating stuff 
like this. 


James thanked the police officer and wanted to pay up the food. But the police officer told him that everything 
would be ‘on the house’. Then he grinned and showed them the metal hand sign. Another fan of Metallica 


After having got the "risky" fast-food the musicians hungrily and greedily started to eat. 
"| love this shit," Lars declared after he had swallowed the last bite of his third hamburger. 


James grinned and nodded and picked up the last fries. As he wanted to stuff them into his mouth, Jason 


quickly grabbed at some fries and already was chewing before James had a chance to react. 


"Hey! They have been mine, fucker," James called out and stared at Jason who still chewed on his booty, giving 


James a satisfied grin 


James hastily stuffed the remaining fries into his mouth and showed Jason the finger, grinning too. He leaned 
back and stretched out his long slim legs. 


Lars risked a look at James’ legs and felt his cock harden. He always had thought that James' legs were sexy, 
especially in those tight jeans. It wasn't fair. Lars quickly had to cross his legs to hide his hard-one. But James 
had noticed the effect of his outstretched legs on Lars’ crotch. He gave Lars an amused grin. Lars blushed and 
hastily turned his head to glance at the two forensic guys who were busy to check a large cupboard. 
Fortunately they didn't look at Lars. 


After he got back control about his composure he turned back his head, and nearly got another shock. His 
green eyes went wide as he saw that James had laid his left arm on the backrest of the couch with his hand 
shoved beneath Jason's long curly hair, resting it on Jason's nape of the neck, lightly stroking it. Jason had 


closed his eyes and looked very pleasured and relaxed. 
"What the fuck are you doing, James?" Lars burst out in his shock. 


James lazily smiled at him. "I'm just massaging Jason's neck .. All of his muscles are tensed up. Too much 


headbanging during our shows, I'd guess." 


Lars stared at him open-mouthed. He didn't believe a word. James stroked another MAN'S nape of the neck! 
Lars never had seen him do anything like this because James was one of the straightest guys on Earth and 
everybody about it, also Lars never had seen James fuck a guy. On the other hand he also hadn't seen James 
by fucking a girl's pussy since years. James just wanted to get blown by a groupie, preferably in a dark corner 
somewhere inside the stadium Metallica had played. 


And he always acted pretty reckless and selfish by fucking the groupie's mouth and throat. Mostly he 
immediately wanted to get a blow job after Metallica had finished their encore and had left the stage. Usually 


his body still was sweaty and his blond mane hung down in wet strands. 


He used to hold the girl's head in place with one hand while he leaned his head back onto the wall, his eyes 
closed. He mercilessly thrust his hard cock into her mouth and throat in a fast rhythm, finally using both 
hands to keep the choking girl in place. He didn't care. He briefly moaned in pleasure and cried out as he got his 
orgasm and had ejaculated down the girl's throat. She had to swallow because James had rammed his cock 
down her throat as deep as possible. Then he usually drew out and quickly stuffed back his still half-hard cock 
into his pants, zipped up and walked away without a word, leaving back a mostly crying girl or woman who tried 


to spit out the semen inside her mouth. 


James didn't care about the groupie, and he never looked back. But there was Lars, hidden in another dark 


corner nearby. He had to watch the always same scene numerous times. He also still was sweaty and 


exhausted from the show, and urgently wanted to take a shower. But he quickly had to get after James who 
already had picked up a groupie, dragging her along. 


After James had got what he had wanted and had left, Lars quickly got over to the girl and cared about her. 
By using a paper handkerchief he had pulled out of a small pocket of his black stage pant from elastic fabric, 
he cleaned up the girl's lips, wiping off the rest of James’ cum. He tried to soothe her down by softly talking 
to her. Mostly the girl then stopped to cry and looked at Lars, her eyes wide. 


He felt bad and wanted to cry, too, but managed to smile at her while he patted her back. Finally he helped her 
to get up and held her by her arm until he was sure that she was able to stay on her feet without help. Then 
he walked her to one of Metallica's waiting limousines. The driver in duty immediately had got out of the car, 
quickly opening up the back seat door the very same moment he had noticed Lars and the girl. The both men 
helped her to take a seat. Then Lars asked the driver to get her home, as usual. 


It always had been the same, and James never had changed his habits. 


And Lars never had stopped to hate James. 


Chapter I0 - Kirk's secret 
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Now it's getting dirty (hehel). 


Chapter 10 - Kirk's secret 


After the three musicians had stuffed themselves by fast-food, they passively sat on the couch or, in Lars’ 
case, the armchair, once again in deep silence. Nobody knew what to say. Lars and James looked around and 
watched the police officers and the forensic personnel, just to avoid eye-contact with the other one. Jason 
watched James and Lars, but he didn't say a word, too. He was well-trained in keeping shut his mouth. 


Fortunately, they all had got permission to use the bathroom nearby Kirk's living room but they had to put on 
blue "bags" from plastic to cover up their shoes. They also had got ordered - by a very severe sounding 


police officer who had lifted his forefinger - to NOT loiter around all over the place, and to NOT hinder the 


police's specialists work 


James looked as if he wanted to explode because of such impertinence but then decided to just give a brief 


snort, especially after Lars had kicked his shin 


The bathroom had been searched for traces by a female forensic specialist. She also wore a white overall and 
an operation protective cap to cover up her hair, her neck and forehead. As she got over to tell the guys that 
the bathroom was ‘clean’, they noticed - despite the protection clothing - that she had to be a beautiful 
woman. James and Jason smiled at her, and Lars stared at her with his mouth open. He always was fascinated 
by good-looking or beautiful persons, female or male. Now he got kicked by James and had to hold his aching 
shin. 


First James entered the bathroom because he urgently had to take a leak While James was out of sight Lars 


tried to stare down Jason. He wanted information. Now! 


But Jason - all dumb bass player - just smiled at him, and Lars nearly got mad. His green eyes narrowed and 


he opened up his lips .. but James was back and sat down beside Jason, as closely as before. 


So, Lars gave in and went over to the bathroom. He sighed in relief as he emptied his bladder. When he washed 


his hands he looked at the large mirror over the washbowl. His hair was ruffled, his face was pale and his 


eyelids were swollen with bags under his eyes. He slowly shook his head, tears in his eyes. He felt awful. 


Because he was familiar with this bathroom he knew where he had to look for a comb or hairbrush. So he 


opened one of the closets and took out a hairbrush then he brushed his long hair until it was smoothed down. 


As he had left the bathroom and went back to the living room he saw that James’ and Jason's faces and lips 
being close enough for doing more than just looking at each other. But they must have heard Lars because 
they turned their heads to look at him, a little too hasty, as it seemed to Lars. He hadn't seen a kiss but he 
was sure that James and Jason HAD kissed. But he didn't say a word and sat down on his armchair. He felt too 
exhausted to think about what was going on between James and Jason any longer. He stared down at his hands 


and stayed silent while Jason was in the bathroom. James didn't say a word, too. 


All of a sudden, Detective Harrison entered the living room, nodding at the guys without a smile then took a 
seat on another armchair. There was a small bundle of transparent plastic bags in his right hand. Inside every 
bag seemed to be a small piece of clothing. The guys noticed the glimmer of sequins on one of the clothes 


from silvery looking fabric. 
Detective Harrison cleared his throat, and all of them stared at him, exhausted and sad but curious. 


"First of all - we haven't found a corpse,” he calmly said. "And, as you might have noticed, | have called Mr. 
Hammett's housekeeper, Mrs. Wesley, to help us to find out if something obvious was missing. Well, she knew 
exactly every single piece of clothing inside the closets, and after she had looked them through two times she 
said that just one of Mr. Hammetts jeans has gone - an old and shabby black jeans, as she told us. Mr. 
Hammett doesn't wear it, but he refused to throw it away because it has been the only jeans he had owned at 
the beginning of Metallica's career. He couldn't afford another pair of jeans at this time, and he wanted to keep 


them." 


"Oh, yes, | remember about these special jeans," James said and laughed. "Whenever he had washed it and had 
to wait for getting dry, he used to wear an awful pair of shorts what he had got from a fan The thing was 
yellow with funny printings on it, and Kirk loved it, too." 


"We have seen such a yellow shorts in one of his commodes, neatly folded,” Harrison said with a nod. Then he 
looked at the plastic bags in his hand. "But we also found a small and tricky hidden secret drawer inside the 
very same commode, and got it opened without damaging it. And inside the secret drawer we found this." 


He laid down the bundle of bags onto his thighs then he put on a pair of latex gloves and opened up one of the 
bags to get out the silvery shimmering piece of fabric what had been inside, enfolded it and held it up for the 


three musicians to see. 


Lars stared at it with his eyes wide then covered his mouth by his left hand. James breathed in sharply, and 
Jason slightly shook his head in disbelief. 


It was a thong, nearly completely sequined in silver. The front was padded - not too obvious - to enhance the 
size of cock and balls of the guy who had the nerves to wear it. The Detective held up a bag with another 
thong in red and another one in black, the last also had a padded front and was sequined in black. 


| guess | know what Mr. Hammett has done in his free time," Harrison said and carefully put the thongs back 
into the transparent bags. He had to clear his throat. "He has - or had - a job as a striptease dancer in a 
night-club. And he was well paid by the owner of the club, as far as | know, because he is an awesome dancer 
and attracts lots of quests. So, the club always has been packed because everyone wanted to see the show of 
the ‘Silver Mask’, as he is called .. He always wears a mask from silvery fabric what covers up his whole face 
except the eyes except small slits for his eyes and nose. He danced and stripped down in such an erotic way 
until he just wore his thong, so he got a lot of banknotes stuffed into his string, or got reached or thrown the 
cash at him. As | ... well, as | have watched the show, the guy finally held a large bundle of banknotes in his 
hand when he has finished his show and left the stage." 


James, Jason and especially Lars were shocked. They wordlessly stared at the Detective. Lars rubbed his face 
then hid it in his hands. James gave a groan then breathed in and out deeply. 


"This can't be true," he hoarsely said. "It's nonsense, Detective. Kirk never would do such a job. Why should he? 
Maybe he just has a kink for secretly wearing these shameless .. uh, thongs, and he just uses to hide them 
inside the secret drawer because nobody should know about his kink" 


Detective Harrison gave a sigh. He looked worried. 


"I'm really sorry to have to say so," he quietly answered. "But Mr. Hammett IS the ‘Silver Mask’. | saw his 


striptease-show twice, and | perfectly remember these thongs.’ 


Chapter Il - The Silver Mask 


Author's Notes: 
Kirk seems to have secrets, but none of his friends could believe it. Its a mystery. Who knows? :) 


Chapter Il - The Silver Mask 


Jason and James were completely out of words after Detective Harrison had told them about Kirk's secret job 
as a striptease dancer in a nightclub. AND that Kirk had got the best dancer and stripper the club ever had, 
making a lot of money, just by dancing and stripping down for twenty or thirty minutes per evening or night. 
But he always was hiding his face by a mask, and that, along with his perfectly looking body, didn't fail to 


attract women of all ages. 


All of these women dreamt to get ‘the Chosen One' of the mysterious stranger. Of course the ‘Silver Mask’ 
had been fallen for this special woman at first sight. Then he had to take his princess with him to his also 
mysterious and unknown castle from black and cold looking marble. Of course the castle also had to be 
surrounded by an enchanted and dark forest, and inside this forest had to be lots of fairies and elves, along 


with several unicorns, small forest-dragons, and many other enchanted animals. 


Inside the castle - and inside the fantasy of the maybe-soon-princess - lived an old and wise wizard who had 
to get protected by his master, the masked prince. This good wizard was threatened by getting killed by a 
black wizard who wanted to take revenge for a lost fight or something else. The black wizard had no chance to 
force his way into the forest, so he tried to suck in every sparkle of light inside the forest to get him 
stronger and stronger. Nobody else remembered the fight because it had happened many centuries ago. 


In the ‘princess' fantasy, the prince had to find a well-paid job to support all the creatures of the forest. Of 
course he also had to pay up for getting delivered current and water because the wise wizard had failed 
numerous times in getting enchanted the water pipeline and the current circuits, so the castle would have got 
those for free. 


Since centuries the castle's wizard also was busy to develop a spell for getting transformed minor metals into 
gold. But despite his exhausting efforts he didn't succeed, and so the prince had to bring in the money. 
Fortunately he had got a job as a striptease-dancer. 


After the prince and his chosen princess would have reached the castle, she finally would be allowed to take 
off his mask to have a look at his face. Of course it had to be of stunning beauty. And after taking off the 
mask, the ‘chosen one’ also would have been allowed to get lose his long hair what always had been done to a 


thick braid, falling down his back. 


Detective Harrison wasn't interested in the fantasies of the women in the audience. But he also wanted to see 
the unmasked face of the guy, or to even have a closer look at the dancer's hair. In addition to his mask he 
used to have lots of silvery glitter all over his hair, so nobody had a chance to figure out the exact color of 


his hair, as Harrison had told James, Jason and Lars. 


James ran his fingers through his blond mane over and over again, and Jason rubbed his face, as Harrison told 


them his story. They all looked very tired None of them had got much sleep the night before. 


Now, Lars gave some moans of desperation and shook his head, his face still hidden by his hands. Again he 
rocked back and forth in his armchair. 


"No, no, no," he whimpered, "No, no, no. | don't believe such nonsense ... Kirk never would do things like this. 
Never! He's too shy to do such a job, and he doesn't like to get stared at, not to mention his phobia of getting 
touched and infected by dangerous viruses or bacteria what might result in some awful and deadly illness, just 
because he doesn't know those people since years to be sure that they won't suffer from a deadly illness, or 
so .. AND Kirk would have informed me about his secret job. He REALLY would have told me about him dancing 
and stripping down in a dubious club, maybe he just wanted to have some extra fun after he got tortured by 
fucking Bob Rock who constantly calls him a loser without any talent whenever Kirk just touches one of his 
guitars .. Or he wanted to satisfy some kink he hasn't told us about because he might be too ashamed of his 
fantasies. | don't know. But we are lovers and we live together, so he casually would have mentioned that he 
has another job besides playing lead in Metallica, just to calm me down ... He knows how much l'm worrying 


about him. He WOULD have told me, so it simply can't be true .. It isn't true.” 


James now breathed in and out deeply several times before he was able to give a coherent sound. But he 


looked at Lars as if Lars would have been an ugly spider or a lizard without much brain. 


‘Obviously Kirk hasn't informed you of what was going on, casually or not," he coldly said, frowning. "Also he 
had lied to you, and you finally didn't buy his stories any longer after you had thought about it for several 
months. Well, thinking and re-thinking about everything, what might go on isn't forbidden. But normally it just 
ain't your style because you are too nosy to let your poor victim get away with those lame excuses .. 
Anyway, you've failed in Kirk's case, and so he kept his secrets by himself. So, also obviously, he didn't trust 
you enough to tell you about his so-called ‘kink’, and what he used to do during the rest of the night, after he 
had finished performing his show. You didn't ask, he didn't tell you. That's a pretty bad sign in a relationship I'd 


say. 
Lars immediately showed James the finger with his left hand, covering up his eyes with the right hand. He felt 
miserably and didn't look up because he didn't want the others to see the tears in his eyes. But he couldn't 


suppress a brief sob. His shoulders twitched. 


James watched him for a moment, waiting for one of Lars‘ famous sharp and sarcastic answers. As he had 


got it that Lars preferred to stay silent, James looked at the Detective. 
"You said that you .. that you have seen this masked dancer in this nightclub two times?" 


"Yes," Harrison calmly answered. "The first time I've been there with two friends, a befriended woman and her 
husband. They had told me that there's a new striptease dancer whose show would be unbelievably great, and 
that | HAD to see the show. Of course, | didn't believe a word. See one stripper, and you have seen all of them. 
But in this case | have been wrong. The guy topped every dancer I've ever have seen before. All his muscles 
had been defined, but he didn't look like a bodybuilder. He moved like a cat. In addition he performed several 
acrobatic elements during his show, for example he got on his hands and into a perfect handstand. He briefly 
walked along the catwalk - still on his hands - and then he spread his legs to let everybody have a closer look 
at his .. at his .. You know what l'm talking about, right?" 


James and Jason blankly glanced at the Detective and didn’t give a sound. They perfectly knew about what the 
Detective tried to tell them without telling them TOO much. Detective Harrison didn't look comfortable and he 
slightly blushed. He had to clear his throat several times before he was able to go on. 


"Well, it has been clear and obvious enough that the guy wanted everybody to have a look at the, uh, filling of 
his thong. Of course the ladies nearly got hysterical, as he did so," Harrison finally continued, still a little 
hoarse. "After he had shown off his, uh, equipment he got back on his feet by a somersault. He really moved 
as smoothly as a cat, and | briefly thought that he might be a professional acrobat. But | finally concluded 


that in such a case he won't have to work as a stripper .." 
"Kirk never does things like somersaults," James angrily threw in. "This is ridiculous." 


"I didn't know that it has been Kirk Hammett,” Harrison answered. "Anyway, | have to admit that I've been 
impressed by the guy's performance, so | wanted to watch this guy do his show a second time .. And the 
second time | visited the club alone because | didn't want to continuously get disturbed by friends which 
couldn't stop talking to me, or even whispering at me, how great the show would be, and that they hadn't seen 
anything like this before. | especially want to refer to the befriended couple | have been with the first time | 
have visited the club .. My friend Liza is a really nice and pretty woman, but she talks too much. | always feel 
pity for her poor husband .." He got disturbed by a police officer who had given him a sign. "Please excuse me 
for a moment, Gentlemen. I'll be right back" 


The Detective got up and went over to the police officer who had shown up and now stood at the door at the 
other end of the living room. The police officer discreetly had signalled that he wanted to have a word with 
the Detective. 


Jason and James followed the Detective with their eyes. As he had reached the officer he turned around, and 


James and Jason just had to stare at Harrison's back. 


In addition the conversation between Detective Harrison and the Officer was very low-toned, so Jason and 


James had no chance to overhear them. 


"Shit! There's no necessity to whisper. | wanna know what is going on. NOW!" James hissed in frustration. "l 
fucking can't stand all this any longer.” 


